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So MUCH 
more Style- 


for so LITTLE 
cost! 





“June Roses”, reminiscent of 
the Canadian perennial 
garden, is smart and fashion- 
able for all bedrooms and 





lowe! floor rooms, 


ErinpaLe’, shown below, 
the artist's conception of the 
“flower and ribbon” motif. 
Thoroughly practical for 
lower floor and bedroom 
decorations. Available in a 
variety of colours, 


Pr} **Avon Lea’ endows the 
modern dining room with 
charm and character is 
adaptable for halls and living 
rooms. Available in five 
different colourings. 











Costumes and furnishings by Robert Simpson Company, Toronto 


Yes, what a refreshing “cheering up” —for every room in your home, 
for every minute of your living—when you say good-bye to drab, plain walls 
and decorate with wallpaper! For Canadian wallpapers today are new, 
the last word in exciting style. They're created by master designers 
in superbly lovely patterns and colorings to enrich and beautify 
your home for better living. See these newest wallpapers now at 
your dealer’s. Let your own eyes tell you—for pride beyond price, it’s 


wallpaper today . . . so MUCH more style, at so LITTLE cost! 


Fill Out and Mail coupon for valuable. idea- 
packed “Portfolio of Home Decorating Ideas.” 
A complete “idea kit!” Please enclose x lo 


cover part cost of handling and mai n 





CANADIAN WALLPAPER Manuracturers Lowirep. 
Dept. C-4703 Metropolit in Building, Toronto 1, Ont. 


- 
Sunw be/ i Enclosed find 25ce. Please send me your “Portfolio of Home Dec orating 
. Ideas.” 
WALLPAPERS 


PROOUCTS OF CANADIAN WALLPAPER 
MANUFACTURERS LIMITED 





Vame 
MADE IN CANADA BY THE REG.N. BOXER COMPANY LIMITED... 


STAUNTONS LIMITED .. . WATSON,FOSTER COMPANY LIMITED {ddress 
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Yes, Canadian Models 
Make Good Mothers 


Sparkling Smiles Call for ‘Model’ Dental Care 








HESE lovely Canadian models have smiled at 

you from countless magazines and fashion photos. 
With their healthy youngsters, they’ve brightened 
many a page in Ipana’s famous “Model” Mother 
series. Now see them together—and see how effective 
“model” dental care can be. 


For these mothers have taught their children to 
follow their own prized dental routine: Regular 
brushing with clean tasting, refreshing [pana to make 
teeth sparkling bright, followed by gentle gum mas- 
sage. Ipana is specially designed not only to clean 
teeth thoroughly but also to aid in keeping gums 
firm and healthy. 


Margaret Hill of Pointe Claire, Quebec, and “picture-of-health” son Barrie This dental care must be the right one—it’s based 
on the very same theme that thousands of schools 
and dentists teach—that a radiant smile depends on 
sparkling teeth. And sparkling teeth call for firm, 


Mothers and teachers heabelia’ anisnadi 
¢ * a 


across Canada instruct 





youngsters in thé impor- 


tance of good dental hygiene 


OR ee ee ee 


—regular brushing followed 


ipa gc. gc For Firmer Gums — Brighter Teeth 
7 out of 10 Canadian 
TE ae tincex | AND MASSAGE 


Product of Bristol-M ver Made in Canada 


dentists recommend 
massage as an aid to 
healthier gums. Sparkling 
teeth depend on sound ‘a ; 


gums and Ipana is espe- 


* 
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th Ardele and “Model” Mother Alice Kearsley of Toronto Fashion model Susan Meek and son Tono of Montreal Vivacious Betty Syme of Toronto, and son Paddy 
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You can’t get away 
with it, Lady! 


eT Tabs 


BOTTLE BAC 


Flakes 


Scales 


DANDRUFF?... LISTERINE, Quick! 


AKE a habit of using Listerine Antiseptic and 

massage as a precaution. And if dandruff does 
get started, remember to use Listerine Antiseptic 
and massage regularly. Listerine Antiseptic attacks 
dandruff germs as they should be attacked . . . with 
germ-killing action . . . kills millions of germs associ- 
ated with dandruff, including the ‘‘bottle bacillus” 
(Pityrosporum ovale). 

You'll like Listerine Antiseptic for dandruff. It’s 
so easy, so freshening, so delightful . . . so cooling. 
Almost at once you will see ugly flakes and scales 
begin to disappear. 

Remember, in a clinical test, twice-a-day use 
brought marked improvement to 76°, of dandruff 
patients within a month. Your scalp feels so much 
healthier; your hair looks so much more attractive. 

Listerine Antiseptic is the same antiseptic that 
has been famous for more than 60 years in the field 
of oral hygiene. 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL ComPANY (Canada) Ltd. 
Toronto, Ontario 


' THE TESTED TREATMENT 


BGR” = Tasted that eye-opening MINT flavor of the NEW Listerine Tooth Paste? 


(Made in Canada) 








The Food Fight 


S I see it, every kitchen in Canada today is a fortress, 

Inside each kitchen-fort is a woman. Keep your eye on 
her—for she’s battling on all fronts at once. She tights if not 
for the life of her family— then for its health. 

Menacing her struggle for sound nutrition are many 
enemies. The conditions under which she faces them are more 
difficult than they were during the war. 

On the one hand are high prices. These have been cre ping up 
on her for many months, The advances these foes have made are 
frightening. 

A flanking movement which caught her completcly unawares 
was the Government’s ban on imported fresh vegetables and the 
quotas on imported fruits. In many thousands of homes this has 
been a bad blow to those who could afford the crisp and tender 
lettuces, celery, broccoli and beans—and all the other bright 
ck lights ol ‘| cXas and California. 

But the trouble is that this has struck not only at those who 
believe a green salad is a “must” throughout winter days—but at 
those who have never been able to afford them. For, because of 
the resulting shortages, prices of root vegetables grown last summer 
in Canada have increased seriously. 

To make matters still more difficult for the Lady in the Kitchen 

she must battle her own carelessness. Cooking vegetables, for 
instange, is badly done in millions of homes. We cook them too long, 
and then pour away most of the precious vitamins down the sink. 
Why shouldn’t we learn at last to take as much care of our vege- 
table water as we did of our fats during the war? 

High prices, shortages, carelessness, are all enemies of good 
nutrition. But the woman who struggles to attain nutritious meals 
finds herself caught in endless little forays on the part of another 
foe—family taste. There are going to be many moments during 
the coming months when a flushed and embattled lady is going t 
say firmly to her protesting family, “Yes. Turnips again!” 


ONCE I knew an old Irishwoman who had lived deeply and wisely. 
She would tell younger folk, afraid of looming problems: “Ah, 
dearics, don’t take on about it. The Lord always fits the back t 
the burden.” 

There'll be strong backs needed to fit the burden of feeding a 
family healthfully over the coming months; but it will be done. And 
as you do it yourself, look around and recognize your fellow-soldiers 
lugging home parcels of carefully purchased foodstuffs; spending 
long hours over the kitchen stove; watching, hawklike, for sales 
and trudging out early in the morning to take advantage of them. 

Too, there'll be plenty of reinforcements to help in the way ot 
ideas and suggestions. In the Institute this morning the staff was 
working hard on revised plans for menus and cooking ideas. “* An 
All Canadian Supper” on page 36 is worth reading carefully. Meals 
of the Month has been prepared with a careful eye to the market 
possibilities this January, 1948. There'll be scores of suggestions 
for new ways of serving old stand-bys; for new economies; for 
substitute methods of getting the needed vitamins into our dict. 
All ,in all, we'll find it won’t be nearly as diflicult as we feared, 
Womanlike, we'll have to “make do.” As occasions arise, we'll have 
plenty to say about the principles involved; we'll put the blame for 
the situation just where we feel it should lie; we'll do a lusty amount 
of complaining about the added difficulties to our already difficult 
job. 

But womanlike, we'll be studying our books on good nutrition, 
to search out new ways of capturing vitamins. We’ll be on guard as 
never before against carelessness and wastefulness. And we'll try to 
do it as cheerily as possible, 

After all, it’s a challenge to us. And there’s no better or more 
exciting invitation to a New Year than a first-class challenge to be 
better homemakers. 

Good luck to you in your little redoubt, wherever it may be. All 
of us who will be working as Allies with you through 1948, send 
cemradely greetings for a Happy New Year—and for eventual 
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STEWART GRANGER: This Time, 
it Is The Irish Who Have 
A Word For it 


That was certainly a very odd bit of history 
which resulted in the Irish inventing a new 
weapon and a new word, the boycott. The 
light-hearted spirit of turmoil which the 
public invariably associates with Irish pro- 


gress was happily present even in most of 
the serious moments of the affair. There 
are times when this page from the past 
reads more like a racing form than a text 
for the schools. 


But it all makes for a notable film. The 
title: CAPTAIN BOYCOTT. There ac- 


tually was such a man. 


* * * 


Stewart Granger, now one of the cinema’s 
most important marquee names, has shifted 
from fiery Latins to the role of a romantic 
young County Mayo farmer. Opposite him 
is Dublin's new star, Kathleen Ryan of 
ODD MAN OUT. 


* * * 
Also in the cast of CAPTAIN BOYCOTT 


is the actor who made such a hit across 
Canada in GREEN FOR DANGER, 
Alastair Sim. By special arrangement, 
Robert Donat makes a guest-star appear- 
ance in the picture as Stuart Parnell. 


* * * 


Following CAPTAIN BOYCOTT, Stewart 
Granger's coming films are BLANCHE 
FURY and SARABAND FOR DEAD 
LOVERS. 


* * * 


In all their films, producers Frank Launder 
and Sidney Gilliat insert at least one fight. 
In CAPTAIN BOYCOTT, they have as- 


sembled the choicest collection of Irish 
brawls yet seen in a single picture. 

* * * 
Recommended for those who live in a 


house and those who would like to arrange 
to do so; the current issue of THIS 


MODERN AGE: HOME AND BEAUTY. 
At Your Favorite Theatre Soon 
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Debate on the budget 


Dear Editor: I’ve read and enjoyed 
your magazine for a number of years, 
but your recent article, ‘‘How One 
Canadian Family Budgets Clothing” is 
more than I can take sitting down. I 
can’t feature a three-dollar shirt, for 
instance, It’s a problem to locate it, and 
another to make it last a year. Anything 
I ever saw for $3, even after careful 
laundering, looked just like a rag— 
sleeves to elbows—and collars too tight. 
Mamas six-dollar shoes also intrigue 
me, especially since I’ve been trying to 
find shoes for my two-year-old for less 
than $5, and I can’t. Oh, I can, mind 
you, via the catalogue, but they lasted 
three months and you couldn’t polish 
them; the leather was like paper. 

It’s a good thing that family enjoys 
trout fishing. Away back in the woods 
they could probably appear in their 85c 
polo shirts that Papa wore and passed on 
to Junior .. . More power to Gandhi— 
and more “reserve for unforeseen items” 
pleez! We're a poorly dressed Canada 
if that’s our average.—(signed) Farmer’s 


Wife, Blaine Lake, Sask. 


@ But honestly, F. W., we didn’t present 


ut as a Canadian “average!” We said 


| (Page 34, November Chatelaine), ‘In 





giving vou the Bells’ budget we must point 
out and underline empbatically that there 
is no budget on earth that applies to all 
families.” But we did and do believe 
that the method which Mr. and Mrs. Bell 
bave worked out for budgeting their 
clothing costs can be exceedingly belpful 
to many readers, even though there is 
bound to be wide variation as to family 
requirements, local supplies, regional 
price ranges. 


They back us to the hilt! 


Dear Editor: I felt I must tell you how 
annoyed I was after reading the leticr 
(November Chatelaine) written to you 
by Mus. M. Whittaker of Toronto, con- 
cerning your article in the September 
issue, “High School Huddle.” 

Why should anyone be “shocked and 
dismayed” at “plain language?” And 
why should anyone be embarrassed at 
the truth? Can it be that Mrs. Whittaker 
cannot see that it is not the ones who 


| know and have been taught but the ones 


who have been let learn for themselves, 
picking up bits of unwholesome stories 
and untruths, who take these unwhole- 
some pleasures from an article like this? 

What is there to be so terribly em- 
barrassed about? Would you hold back 


| from a child how a flower grows? Why 


then hold back something more impor- 
tant? No, teach them the truth and you 
will be helping your children to become 
wiser and better citizens. 

As for “sticking rigidly to the rules of 
good taste in choosing your material,” [ 


| have been a reader of Chatelaine maga- 


zine for a number of years and I cannot 
think of a better magazine to recommend 
to anyone for reading and educational 
purposes. As Miss A. H. Brown (your 
other correspondent on the subject) says, 
“More power to you!”—(Mrs.) F. P. 
Passmore, Ontario. 


Dear Editor: Miss Brown’s reply in 
the November issue to your article on 
menstruation has prompted me to back 
her to the hilt. I too deplore the lack of 
understanding between parents and 
children on the subjects of sex and 
religion. We parents will go to any 
lengths to give our children the best 
training in everything but these subjects, 
because we ourselves actually do not 
know. We can’t give our children a 
religion that we ourselves have not 
experienced and so we shift the burden 
on to social 
Sunday schools ... And not knowing is 
no excuse! We have reached the age of 
accountability and the power to do our 
own thinking, and it is up to us to learn 
for our children’s sake . . . The time to 
start the training is when our children 
are babies and be prepared to meet their 
questions when they come .. . Other- 
wise children may lose confidence in us 
and turn in on themselves or go to 
undesirable sources for information. The 
article, “ Kleptomania,” in your Novem- 
ber issue suggests only one result of lack 
of understanding love for our children. 
We dare not fail them!—(Mrs.) M. 


Snider, Toronto. 


We won't tell a soul 


Dear Editor: I presume it is not often 
a mere male feels impelled to take pen in 


hand and address the “Dear Editor.” 


However, I simply have to—though un- | 


fortunately I cannot sign myself “Con- 
stant Reader.” This morning I picked up 
a magazine that my wife had just laid 
down (September Chatelaine) and in an 
idle moment turned to Page 25, and the 
splendid illustration by Jack Bush 
caused me to read “The Hearthstone,” 
by Joan Huntley. Och, what a grand 
story! All my life I have been a vora- 
cious reader averaging three to five 
novels and countless magazines every 
week, but there is nothing that I have 
read in a long long time that had the 
grand human appeal of “The Hearth- 
stone.” From the first mention of 
Pioneer Mike Jordan to the happy 
ending, it was in perfect character all the 
way ... A few more stories like this, and 
if you won’t mention it to any of my men 
friends, I will become a_ constant 


reader... W. F. T. Harkness, Montreal. 


Can’t help loving that cat 


Dear Editor: I was delighted with 
your November Chatelaine cover. My 
eight-year-old daughter fell in love with 
the kitten, carefully cut it out and 
insisted that J hang it in her room. | 
glued it to a white mat three inches 
wider all round ... I must admit | can’t 
help glancing at it whenever I enter her 
room. We shal] be looking eagerly for 
our Chatelaine next month in the hope 
that Miss Bannister has given us another 
“silent” pet.—(Mrs.) K. Burnsten, 
Toronto. 


... We have had it framed with maroon 
mat and molding which really brings 
out the best in the picture.—(Miss) 
C. Thompson, Toronto. 


workers, teachers, and | 
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CIRCLE-BAR 


Wy FULL . FASHIONED 


Your legs will look love- 


tonight .. . in 
Circle - Bar Nylons! In 


the newest of shades, too 


Met as 
... 80 exquisitely sheer 


HOSIERY 


and flawless! 





FOOT NOTE: Circle-Bar 
Hosiery — quality made — 
cost no more! Smart socks 
for men—hosiery for women 
and children to suit every 
need and occasion, 

1.47 


The CIRCLE-BAR KNITTING COMPANY, Limited 


Kincardine, Ont. (Head Office) Owen Sound, Ont. 
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CHATELAINE FOR JANUARY - 1948 


By Naomi John White 


N IMPULSE she stopped the car, backed it, and 
swerved into the crossroad. “‘Easterton,” the 
sign read. ““Twelve miles.” 

‘A vicious circle,” she thought grimly. “I 
might as well complete it.” 

The morning was warm, and the sun beating down 
on the chromium of the radiator and the windshield 
made her squint her eyes, even through the glareproof 
dark glasses she was wearing. She was conscious of a 
stufliness around her. Like the cotton winter blankets, 
she thought, that she used to sleep under back in 
Easterton—15 years ago. My, she thought amazed 
15 years ago! For it was against her principles, really, 
ever to think about time. That is, past time. The 
present, yes, and the future, certainly- but not the 
past. That was the beginning of old age. She sat up a 
little and peered at herself in the mirror over the 
windshield, but all she could see were the dark glasses 
and the burnished blue length of highway stretching 
out behind her, and she sank back again and thought 


about Easterton. 


It was in Easterton that she had met and married 
Dave Driscoll, and now that Dave had failed her so 
miserably, it somehow seemed fitting that she should 
go back to Easterton. Today of all days. Go back 
and see what strange manner of events led her into 
this unhappy marriage. She could wire Edward Barnes 
that she would be late for their appointment in the 
city, 

The road curved gracefully into two forks, and she 
slowed down a little as she turned into the right-hand 
one. The old Johnston farm was still there a few miles 
out of town, just as run-down as ever. Well, perhaps 
nothing had changed—perhaps it was still 15 years ago 
in Easterton—perhaps the same lovers s:ill wandered 
off the lilac-scented moonlight toward Shady Creek. 

Shady Creek, where the old high-school crowd used 
to go on picnics-—-where the boys, Sam Harlow and 
Roger Drake and Jim Turner used to cut willow wands 
for the girls to roast wieners on. Dave never stood out 
especially. It was always Sam Harlow you thought of 
first. Sam was president of everything. Dave was 


always just someone around, somconde to put on 


et 


Illustrated by John Jones 


They used to lie awake till all hours talk- 
ing. “If you could marry anybody in the 
world you wanted to, who would you marry 
—the Prince of Wales or John Gilbert?” 


committees. She should have known then that he 
had no ambition—that he would always be content to 
be just a science teacher in a little school. Funny 
that she had married Dave when she might have 
married one of the others—Sam, or Roger, or Jim. 

She slowed down a little as she topped a slight hill 
and looked down on Easterton. There was the church 
with its ugly square towers, and the schoolhouse, a 
new yellow brick wing added now, and a big red 
building that must be a library. She began to feel a 


little excitement welling within her. 


A raucous honking blasted the air behind her, and 
she jumped involuntarily as she pulled the car over 
to the side of the road. A black limousine with a 


liveried cheuffeur shot *# Continued on page 23 
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le People vs. 


he Sex Crimmal 


by Lotta Dempsey 


HE CITIZENS of this country have declared war on 

the sexual psychopath—the man whose degenerate 

impulses lead him to molest, rape, and sometimes 

murder women and children. Millions of roused and 

angered people of farms, villages, towns and cities 
everywhere, whose community security he endangers, have 
demanded that the Criminal Code be reconstructed to 
guarantee his removal from society. They want him cured, 
or locked up permanently, or hanged. 

The prison heads, the police, the official dispensers of 
justice, the welfare workers, the legal experts, the psychia- 
trists and the medical men who for years have been dealing 
with sex criminals, believe the national concern to«be 
urgent, just, and long overdue. 

What action can be taken? Who is to track down the 
beast that walks like a man, before he strikes to such tragic 
effect? How is he to be detected, where confined, what 
treatment is to be given him, and who knows the cure? 
What changes in the law will provide a workable statute and 
not jeopardize long-fought-for liberties of the common man, 
or entangle the innocent unjustly? And in what way—while 
these legal and therapeutic measures are being sought and 
put into effect—is the public to be protected against present 
danger? 

Listen to a man whose name is synonymous with prison 
reform and criminal research in this country. 

“The tragedy is that it should have taken such a mounting 
toll of child murders to stir the public to its present pitch of 
concern. It requires nothing short of a horrible killing 
almost always the culmination of a long list of offenses—to 
bring the sex criminal from the back pages of the newspaper 
to the headlines; from the shadows in which he stalks his 
prey on each return to liberty, to permanent confinement or 
the death house. 

“It is vital that the people’s will be neither misdirected 
nor dissipated. It is essential that they know the facts, and 
the woefully incomplete data available today for any 
scichtific attack on the problem. It is just as important 
that the wild misconceptions now afloat on the whole subject 
be cleared up, and light thrown on the steps that must be 
taken, wisely and carefully, toward some solution.” 

That was what, in effect, all the leading authorities, now 
working at battle heat on the problem, told Chatelaine. 
They were eager to help us present these facts to you. Busy 
men took hours away from offices, clinics, practices, lecture 
rooms, work of public import, to explain and discuss the 
situation in Its every phase; to open significant case histories 
and records—often from secret files—and trace patterns of 
degenerate behavior, so frighteningly similar in their sordid 
details. They did all this in a frank and simple way that 
would bring understanding to the average woman who has 
had only the remotest acquaintance with such things before. 


They hoped it might help to answer your letters and 
wires and calls; your resolutions in clubs and organizations 
of every type, size, religion, nationality and interest; your 
thousands of letters to penal authorities, governments, 
police, city councils, newspapers, and publications like 
Chatelaine; your hundreds of personal appeals—like the 
following typical one to this magazine’s editor. “Please 
start something that will lead to speedy action being taken 
to stamp out this evil. You will have the support of all the 
women of Canada.” 

That is a difficult assignment, even to the gathering of 
material. It isn’t easy to concentrate on fact and cold detail 
while brushing against sex perverts in courts and police 
stations—men just out of penitentiaries or in the shadow of 
them—and after talking to detectives who hunt them down 
and legal and medical authorities who deal with them. 
There are so many unprinted—and unprintable—phases of 
degeneracy. So many dangers to all our children everywhere, 
rich or poor, city or country. For the sexual psychopath 
can be found in any class of society, any calling, and with 
any degree of education. Police records show that a majority 
of sex criminals do not commit other crimes. In other 
words, they may appear in every other respect to be ordinary 
members of society. Thus they are infinitely more dangerous 
than the habitual thief, forger or bank bandit. But there are 
some definite safeguards which the family can take—and 
must take—until sex crime has been sharply curbed throughs 
out this country. 


What Parents Can Do 


“You can see why it is so urgent that children be warned 
of the dangers,” said one well-known Canadian welfare 
director as we worked through a heart-breaking afternoon of 
case histories in: his office. “Some parents still feel they 
don’t want to frighten their children—to fill their impres- 
sionable minds with forebodings of evil things. Over and 
over again, as you see by these records, if the child had been 
properly aware of the danger, tragedy might have been 
averted, We frighten children about fire and reckless drivers, 
for their own protection. Will we leave them open to this 
graver peril, of which they read disturbing evidence in the 
newspapers? In this war the long fight is to rout the enemy. 
Meanwhile, we must teach our children to run from the 
bombs.” 

This man’s approach—and he felt it should start as early 
as seven or eight years—was to explain that there are men 
at large whose minds are sick, just as bodies can be sick. 
They don’t know what they are doing, and so can be very 
dangerous to people, especially to children. He felt that if 
the child has started with natural, simple sex education in 
his own home, the approach will be easier. By the age of 
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If you’re handy with a 
crochet hook, here are two 
lovely brighteners for your 
home and a good-looking 
purse that will be right for 
any season, any wardrobe 
style. These three patterns 
are not done quickly but it’s 
amazing how crochet work 
does add up even if you just 
work at it during odd 
moments winter evenings. 
At right you see a new 
design in place mats, a 
combination of filet and 
open work with fan-shaped 
corners in shell and _ picot. 
The close-up shows actual 
pattern. No. $192. 





1! or 12, children—especially boys, who wander 
farther from home, exploring strange streets and 
wooded fields—should be given some of the basic 
facts of sex deviation and the dangers they may meet. 
(Any public library can advise you about books on 
sex subjects.) 

“Never deny the truth of sordid things a child 
j brings to you from experience or observation,” warned 
3 the psychologist. “You may not want your house 
touched by ugliness from the world outside; but it is 
here that you have the best chance to prepare your 
child to meet it.” 

Even the very young can be warned against talking 
to strange men, There are several known methods of 
approach which the degenerate uses. An offer of 
money for an errand (often with the suggestion that 
the child could buy mother a present) a promise of 
comic books, candy or ice cream, or a request to be 
shown a house or street number or garage somewhere. 
Simple appeals to small minds, often to the eager 
instinct to be helpful. 

Children should never be allowed out after dark 
alone, or to return, except i> groups of three or more 
including one older child, from parties, church affairs 
or club meetings. As to movies—no child should be in 
theatres without an adult in the evening. Anyone who 
buys a ticket for a child he doesn’t know, to give him 
the necessary adult accompaniment for admittance, 
should be held legally responsible. 

Children can be taught not to loiter on the way 
home from school in the early darkness of winter days. 
They must be encouraged to report any peculiar 
behavior of men loitering about schools or neighbor- 
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hoods anywhere, and that report passed along A lacy doily in star pattern, below at left, The drum bag, directly below, is of solid 

without delay to police. They should be encouraged to is worked from the centre out to’ the deeply crochet—done rather tightly for extra 

discuss with you, their parents, any peculiar behavior scalloped edges. You could make up a firmness—and has the effect of rich cordé., 
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where a youngster is at all times,” one seasoned social 
service worker said. “That is not only impossible but 
unwise. If the child is to develop normal initiative and 
independence he must strike out on his own to some 
degree. (Remember how many places you went in 
your own youth unknown to your parents?) But his 
freedom could be restricted to daylight hours, he can 
be taught to report home at regular intervals, and 
he must be educated and prepared to protect himself. 
Some parents wisely teach their children to use a pay 
telephone at the tenderest possible age, and supply an 
emergency nickel on all extended jaunts away from 
home. Tell the child who loses his streetcar ticket that 
almost any conductor will take him to his stop if he 
gives his name and address with his story. The ticket 
can be sent in later. Warn the small child that you 
will never send a stranger to bring him home from any 
place. It will always be someone he knows.” 

Parents have another grave responsibility to their 
own and other children. That is to report immediately 
to police any attempt made by anyone to molest their 
child in this way. Again, there is the tragic record of 
court cases—the too-late evidence given by people in 
almost any district where a child is brutally attacked Instructions for making may be obtained from Chatelaine Handicrafts, 481 
that their children, too, 4 Continued on page 50 University Ave., Toronto 2. Order by number: price five cents each. 











ut ona Limb 


“Always the managing type, aren't you?” 


Squelchy had challenged her. 


But there’s nothing wrong 


with that... as long as you’re managing the right man 


By Elizabeth Inskip Wye 


S | ALIGHTED from the bus I heard a familiar 
drumming of masculine feet behind me. I 
quickened my steps, but Squelchy Hank Prentice 
caught up with me. 

“How is Miss Sophie Knox, Beauty Editor of 
Heart Throb Love, this evening?” he enquired with 
false politeness. 

“Rather crowded at present.” I cast a glance at 
his deceptively pleasant face. Squelchy topped me 
physically by a head, morally by 10 stories. It was a 
condition I had never become resigned to, 

With his usual acumen he asked, “Trying to 
avoid me?” 

“TI want to get home,” I answered crossly. “I'm 
tired,” 


But Squelchy was not co-operative. “All you need ts 


a bonnet and a tambourine,” he said, tactlessly 





referring to an unfortunate incident of the previous 
night. 

All I had done was to rearrange the furniture in 
Squelchy’s apartment so that he and his roommate 
would have a conversational unit instead of shouting 
across the void. But my efforts had not been appre- 
ciated by the person I had hoped to impress. “* You 
can always move the furniture back,” I said haughtily. 
“‘It doesn’t take root, you know.” 

“Which is exactly what we’re going to do,” said 
Hank. “But you butt in so, Sophie. Arthur was 
annoyed,” 

This was twisting the knife. He knew that | had 
been rather intrigued with Arthur. “At least I’m 
constructive,” I flared. “I don’t stand by smugly and 
squelch,” 

Hank wrinkled his blunt nose. “I’m just trying to 
Wise you up, give you the man’s point of view.” 

1 dived into the doorway of my building and 
turned to deliver a parting shot. The trouble was | 
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couldn’t think of one. Even those whose opinion | 
value have hinted that | am officious where certain 
men are concerned. It all began when I taught my 
first bov friend to dance at the age of 16 and he took 
another girl to the party. I had often promised myself 
that I would reform and, right there and then, I got a 
headlock on this resolution. 

But I had no intention of revealing my change of 
heart to Squelchy. “Arthur’s a stuffed shirt,” I 
declared. “I have a new valentine.” 

“Not me, I hope,” groaned Squelchy, cocking his 
sandy eyebrow. 

“You have nothing to worry about. I’ve found a 
real man, at last.” I considered that good enough to 
exit on, but the faint dimming of Squelchy’s puckish 
smile led me to pause. After all, Hank was practically 
a big brother, although if all brothers are like Squelchy 
I’m glad I have none. 

“His name is Doug Martin,” I added. “And he 
lives across the hall from me on the eighth floor,” 

“You've never mentioned him,” grunted Squelchy. 

“One look at that Grecian profile in the elevator 
and I dissolved like an aspirin tablet.” 

“So you don’t even know him!” A> smirk was 
dawning on his face, but this time I had Squelchy 
where I wanted him. 


TRUE, THE first few months after Doug moved in, 
we had merely eyed each other in the clevator, as 
Squelchy no doubt suspected. But the notoriously 
slow service, which gave us five minutes together in 
the hall every morning, and the poor ventilation of our 
apartments which made it imperative to keep our 
doors open in the evenings, furnished mutual interests, 

Squelchy might have been surprised to learn that 
with Doug | wasn’t the least bit officious. | shut my 
eyes to his furniture arrangement. | didn’t even offer 








Tagoo was definitely vocal, but she showed no inclination to return the way 
she had 


to teach him gin rummy. This time it was really love, 
but I was not going to lower my hook until I had 
found the proper bait to put on it. Unfortunately, 
Doug had given me no clue. 

“Tomorrow is Doug's birthday,” | confided to 
Squelchy. ‘‘And he is coming to dinner in my apart- 
ment.” Perhaps the domestic touch was Doug’s 
weakness. 

“Don’t try to supervise his diet,” warned Squelchy. 
He jammed his fists into the pockets of his bilious 
sports jacket and an unreadable glint appeared in his 
grey eye. “Sometime, Sophie, you’re going to bite 
off more than you can chew.” He strode off before I 
could concoct a suitable rejoinder. 

I should have been content to wait until the next 
day before secing Doug, but even thinking of those 
dark eyes gives me a severe case of water in the 
knees. So after | had taken a shower, munched 
a peanut butter sandwich and attired myself in my 
Jast crisp housecoat—pale green to set off my bronze 
hair-—-I wended my way across the hall, ostensibly for 
ice cubes. 

Doug gave me a cordial greeting and innocently 
attacked the ice trays with a screwdriver. I chewed 
my tongue to a pulp, but I did not offer to defrost his 
refrigerator. When it finally occurred to him that we 
might use some of the ice cubes in a drink, | graciously 
assented, 

Drawing our chairs cozily together we had settled 
down for a long chat when Doug’s bell rang. He 
opened the door and in sauntered a female of the 
more lush type escorted by a massive dog of an 
extinct species. At least I had never seen one like it 
before. The dog proceeded to appropriate all the 
room that the girl didn’t, and | suddenly found the 
coziness becoming stuffy. 

“Why, hello, Mercedes,” Doug was saying jovially. 


come. 


To my surprise, he actually seemed pleased to see her. 

She was one of those tawny creatures with golden 
skin and golden hair and a predatory gleam in her 
amber eye. All she needed was a tiger skin. I disliked 
her on sight. She disliked me. We acknowledged 
Doug’s introductions coolly. 

“IT was just walking Angel Face,” she explained, 
“‘and seeing your lights thought I’d drop in.” 

This was so transparent I was amazed when Doug 
fell for it. ‘*Glad you did. Glad you did.” He dis- 
appeared into the kitchen for another glass, leaving 
Mercedes and me to smile vaguely at each other. 
Angel Face rested his bulk against my knees and 
Mercedes made no effort to reroute him. 

“Do you live in the building, Miss Knox?” she 
asked. I said I did. 

Mercedes expressed sympathy for people who had 
to live in old-fashioned apartment houses. Humming 
tunelessly, she started to move around the room 
picking up obrets d’art and examining them. ‘Where 
did you get this sweet ash tray?” she called to Doug. 

He appeared briefly in the doorway. “It was a gift.” 

‘*From whom?” persisted Mercedes, 

‘Lemme see,” he shouted from the kitchen. “Oh 
yes, Dottie Pembroke. She brought it back from 
Mexico a couple of years ago.” 

‘And where did you get this tricky figurine?” 
Mercedes called. 

Doug strolled in with her drink. His brow creased 
thoughtfully. “‘I think Louella Carr gave that to me.” 
I began to feel as if | were in the Museum of Lost 
Causes. 

Mercedes flopped into a chair and removed her 
gloves languidly. “It’s your birthday tomorrow, 
isn’t it, Dougie?” 

Doug beamed from ear to ear. 
remembering!” 


“ 


Fancy you're 


She obviously considered that stone ledge a one-way street. 


It was all too clear what Mercedes had in mind. I 
thought it very crude and began talking loudly to 
Angel Face to create a diversion. - This jolted the 
woolly mammoth from his lethargy and he lumbered 
over to place his jaw on Doug’s knee. 

“He likes you,” cooed Mercedes. ‘‘I might have 
known you had a knack with dogs. See his adoring 
expression! You really ought to have a dog of your 
own,” 

“T like animals,” said Doug. “‘Nice fellow. Good 
old fellow. But I think it’s cruel to keep a big dog like 
this in an apartment.” 

“So do I,” came my fervent agreement. Mercedes 
glared. 

“*T like cats, too,” Doug added. 

“Brrr.”” Mercedes shivered. “‘I can’t stand cats.” 

‘Professional jealousy?” | murmured sotto voce. 

Doug’s face betrayed disappointment. ‘‘Not even 
Siamese cats?” 

“Cats are treacherous,” stated Mercedes. ‘“‘And 
selfish. But a dog is loyal. Dog is man’s best friend.” 

““Every Tom, Dick and Harry iikes dogs,” I said 
pleasantly. “But it takes the unusual person to 
appreciate cats. Cats are subtle and sophisticated. 
Especially Siamese cats . . .” 

I knew nothing about it as I had never seen a 
Siamese cat in the fur, but I was rewarded by Doug’s 
patented brand of warm sinile. “I’ve always thought 
I'd like to own a Siamese cat,” he confessed. 

There was the missing clue, the key to Doug’s 
personality! Instantly, my mind was made up. I 
hadn't intended to give Doug a present for his birth- 
day, but in view of the competition I couldn’t afford 
to stand on ceremony. A cat was the answer The 
more | thought about it the more advantages appeared 
for this selection. 


Ash trays and figurines # Continued on page 38 
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ISS MILLER was a little later than usual, 

because she had stopped to water the potted 

geranium and then stood admiring it. She 

thought’ it made her whole tiny room look 

beautiful, but this was an exaggerated idea. The 
thing was that she had never, as far as she could 
remember, had a flower in her room. The Home, 
where she had lived until she was 16, had had no 
money for fripperies, and Mrs. Englehart, with whom 
she had spent the other 20 years, had never allowed 
flowers in the house because of her hay fever. So the 
geranium had an excessive importance and beauty to 
Miss Miller. 

Most of the girls were at their desks when she got 
to the office, which meant that she had to murmur 
good morning 11 times, once for each row she passed 
on the way to her own desk. She thought this was the 
courteous thing to do, but it embarrassed her. She 
was not used to talking so much to so many people. 
Twenty years as companion and maid-of-all-work to a 
stone-deaf woman was not very good training for the 
art of conversation. 

But she need not have been so concerned. Only a 
few girls sitting near the ends of the rows where she 
passed could hear her timid, low voice, and they 
answered without glanc ing up or know ing W ho spoke. 
When you are addressing envelcpes at so much per 
thousand, you do not usually take time out for social 
amenities. 

Miss Miller slid out of her things and into her chair 
at the fourth desk from the end in the twelfth row. 
With almost the same motion she grasped her pen, 
glanced at the list of names and addresses before her, 
and began writing. In three months she had developed 
the wasteless smoothness of operation of a worker on 
an assembly line. She could write almost twice as fast 
now without sacrificing any of the beautiful clarity of 
her handwriting, and it was hours longer before her 
fingers became so cramped that she had to rest. 

She enjoyed her work and was proud of it, and even 


if she had known how to type she would not have 
changed places with the girls who addressed envelopes 
on the typewriter. Thgs was so much more personal 
—she could almost feel as though the people on the 
list were friends to whom she had written letters 
and was now addressing the envelopes in her own 
fine, individual handwriting. The only letters she had 
ever written in her life were for Mrs. Englehart, when 
the old lady became too paralyzed to hold the pen 
herself, and those were definitely Mrs. Englehart’s 
letters, her words and phrases. But these were just 
envelopes, into which Miss Miller could slip any kind 
of imaginary letter that she fancied. 

Miss Marian Moorehouse. It was almost like a 
poem, with all those m’s. She was blond and pretty 
and was going to be married soon. “‘Dear Marian, It 
certainly seems a long time since we were at Briaridge 
School together . . .” (Briaridge School for Girls— 
Miss Miller had seen it advertised in a magazine, and 
she thought it sounded like the kind of school someone 
named Miss Marian Moorehouse would have 
attended) ‘‘. .. I am certainly flattered that you 
have asked me to be your maid-of-honor . . .” 

Mr. Robert Mountcastle. Tall and dark, with fine 
blue eyes like Mr. Frawley, the head of the depart- 
ment. “Dear Mr. Mountcastle, I] was so happy to 
hear of Marian’s engagement to you ... that time 
we met at the shore... you'll have a happy 
marriage, I’m certain . . . you know what they say, 
“Change the name but not the Ietter—’ . . .” 

All the time she wrote the letters in her mind, Miss 
Miller’s pen never slowed. She went on through Miss 
Sarah Orcutt and Mr. George Ornstein and Mr. and 
Mrs. Frank Patrick without a pause, picturing each 
one differently, composing fragments of letters to 
them all. They were her friends. She had hundreds 
of them, thousands. Who could be lonely, with 
thousands of friends? 

Yet when she stopped at last to rest her fingers for a 
moment or two, she was sharply aware that it was 


only a game. She looked around the room at the 200 
girls with whom she had been working every day for 
three months, and knew that not one of them was her 
friend—not one of them even remembered her name. 
And if she had no friends here, she had none any- 
where, for this was her life now since Mrs. Englehart 
had died—this and the tiny boardinghouse room and 
once in a while a movie, alone of course. 


ONE OF the girls went up to Mr, Frawley with a 
question, and Miss Miller watched raptly. He sat at a 
large desk at the front of the room, busying himself 
with piles of important-looking papers and now and 
then talking into a telephone with an ungainly 
attachment that hid most of his face and kept his 
conversation secret from everyone in the room, 

Miss Miller had gone to him once herself on a 
matter of blurred letters in one of the addresses: on 
her list. It had taken all her courage to do it, and 
when she was finally there her hands had shaken so 
that she could scarcely hold the list, and she could not 
speak at all. She had just pointed to the unreadable 
address and he had looked through some cards and 
then written it in clearly for her. He had glanced up 
at her when he handed back the list, but she knew he 
did not remember her when he saw her the next 
time. Nobody ever remembered her or her name. 
She was just one of a million faceless Miss Mulers or 
Miss Smiths or Miss Greens, 

But people remembered Mr. Frawley in his neat 
pin-stripe suits, his thick hair just beginning to show 
grey, his blue eyes quick and sharp. He was important. 
You could not imagine Boosin Personalized Letters, 
Inc., without him. Mr. Boosin himself had come up 
to the department once with another man and put his 
hand on Mr. Frawley’s shoulder, and Miss Miller had 
heard him say, “And this is our Mr. Frawley.” 

That expressed it. Our Mr. Frawley. He’s my 
Mr. Frawley too, Miss Miller thought with a certain 
defiance. After all, I’m part of Boosin Personalized 
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Letters, Inc., now and so he’s my Mr. Frawley too. 

But the trouble was that she was not really part of 
not the way the others were, all 
knowing each other, laughing together, calling each 
other by name. She did not know how to be one of 
them—she had had no experience, never been part of 


the organization 


anything except the Home—and even that so long ago 

-never belonged with anyone but old deaf Mrs. 
Englehart with whom she had been unable to carry 
on a single conversation in all the 20 years. When most 
of the girls went out for lunch, she would have liked 
to go along—-she did not really need the money so 
badly that she had to save time by eating at her desk 
like some; she had money put aside from the years 
with the old lady, and her wants were so few. But she 
was too shy to go out with them—she did not know 
how to go about it, or what to say 

She opened her little brown paper bag and ate her 
lonely sandwich. It had no taste, but she would not 
have known the difference if it had. All food tastes the 
same after three months of eating every meal alone. 
She munched it docilely because it was noon and 
time to eat, and watched a pert red-headed girl walk- 
ing briskly down the half-empty room, carrying an 
agate basin. 

“That’s my friend, Cecily,’’ 
was a pretty name, and fit the red-headed girl. “‘She’s 
coming to ask me why on earth I’m eating here by 
myself instead of going to the tearoom with her . . .” 
Miss Miller could not explain the agate basin, so she 
pretended it did not exist. 

The girl walked down the aisle nearest Miss Miller’s 
desk. She did not stop at the fourth or seventh or 
cighth row where others were eating their lunches, but 
Miss Miller glanced nervously 
behind her. There was no one else there. The red- 
headed girl must be coming to her... something 
about the addressing, of course. Still, Miss Miller's 
heart began to pound. 

“Hello,” the girl said, “ Did I get you this morning?” 


she thought. Cecily 


came straight on, 


There was no sign of recognition in his 
eyes. Mr. Frawley, she thought, I’m the 
one in the twelfth row, fourth from the 
end. I’ve been there every morning for 
three months. Surely you remember me? 


Miss Miller looked up at her without speaking, and 
the girl shook the basin a little. There were several 
pieces of paper in it, folded small. 

“For the pool,” the girl explained. 

Miss Miller did not know what the pool was—she 
did not understand in the slightest—but she did not 
like to ask. One thing she did know, whatever it was, 
this girl had not got her for it this morning. She shook 
her head. 

“Well, then.” The girl held out the basin, smiling a 
cheerful, friendly smile which Miss Miller was too 
nervous to notice. She knew that something was 
expected of her, but she didn’t know what. Maybe 
she was to pick one of the slips of paper out of the 
basin, like drawing lots. In the Home they had drawn 
lots sometimes to see who was to guide visitors 
around. But she could not imagine what they would 
be drawing lots for here in the office, and she would 
be terribly embarrassed if she did the wrong thing. 

“Go on, take one,” the girl said, “My goodness, it 
only costs a dime.” 

Miss Miller was so relieved to be thus prompted 
that she smiled as she took a slip of paper and gave 
the girl a dime, She had a rather nice smile, shy and 
sweet, making her look momentarily younger than 
her years. 

But when the girl had gone and she opened the 
little piece of paper and read what was written on it, 
she grew panicky again. What did it mean? What 
was she supposed to do? The words made no more 
sense to her than if they had been written in a foreign 
language—Stotes, 3rd Quarter. 

All afternoon, while she addressed envelopes, Miss 
Miller tried to figure out what it could mean. She 
did not even notice the names she wrote, nor try to 
picture their owners and write imaginary letters to 
them. Stotes, 3rd Quarter. In the Home, one slip of 
paper had been longer than the others, and the girl 
who got that was the lucky one. But this was some- 
thing Miss Miller could not understand at all. Stotes, 
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It does sometimes happen that you pay a dime for a 
useless slip of paper and find yourself suddenly in 
the centre of things instead of on the farthest 
fringe. There’s the remarkable case of 


Boosin’s shy Miss Miller, for instance... 


3rd Quarter. Maybe it was some kind of code that 
everybody in the office knew—everybody but her. 

Tears gathered slowly in her eyes, blurring the 
names on her list so that she could not see to copy 
them. There was so much she did not know—so 
much she did not understand. It was no use, really. 
She would never learn how to do things so that she 
could be one of the girls, laughing and chattering 
with them, going out to lunch with them. She would 
just go on being lonely and out of it. Stotes, 3rd 
Quarter. She was surely the only person in the whole 
office who did not know what that meant or what she 
was supposed to do about it. 


THAT NIGHT Miss Miller found out what Stotes 
was, but it didn’t help her any. In fact it served only 
to confuse her further, if possible, 

She was on the way to the delicatessen to get some 
evaporated milk for her morning tea, and as she 
passed the high school she saw that some of the 
windows were all lit up and she could hear a great deal 
of cheering and shouting from inside. She supposed 
they were playing some kind of game, but she was a 
little vague about games. There had been no schools 
out near Mrs. Englehart’s, no young people around, 
and she herself had never played a game in her life 
except tag and hide-and-seek. 

When she came back from the store, whatever it 
was must have been over, because the boys and girls 
were pouring out of all the entrances. Miss Miller 
stopped to watch them. They were so young and gay, 
so—so together... arms linked, hands on each 
other’s shoulders, shouting back and forth to each 
other across the square, arguing and laughing A kind 
of glow seemed to emanate from them, a_ ind of 
warmth from their togetherness, and Miss Miller 
would have liked to warm herself at it as ata fire... 
but she was an outsider, not young any more, never 
part of a group like this and so very alien from it now. 
She did not even + Continued on page 18 
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ANT Women in Public Life? 


Chatelaine Consumer Council Reports 


F THE number of women in the Dominion House 
of Commons and the Provincial Legislatures is any 
indication of whether or not women WANT women 
in public office, the answer is a rather discouraging 
and deflating “No!” 

Out of 245 Federal seats, only one is held by a 
woman. Out of nine provinces, only three—all west- 
ern—have elected women to their present legislatures: 
two in British Columbia, three in Alberta and one in 
Saskatchewan. 

This unbalanced picture provokes some leading 
questions. Have women given women their support in 
public office? Do they feel that women have any 
special qualifications which fit them for public office? 
Would they support a campaign to encourage mort 
women to go into politics? And in the professional 
field, have women confidence in women doctors, 
lawyers, architects, interior decorators and psycho- 
ogists? 

To find the answers, Chatelaine questioned its 


2,000 Consumer Council members. Because Consumer 
Council is balanced as to age, income and locality, it 
is able to give an accurate reflection of the thinking of 
Canadian women as a whole. Councillors were asked 
for their honest opinions, uncolored by prejudice 
either for or against women. 

From the careful study and coding of these ballots, 
the following compounded replies result. 


A large majority of Canadian women have never 
voted for a woman. Discouraging on the face of it, 
but wait-a minute. Most of that majority did not, 
because a woman had never been up for office in their 
locality. 

Although the ballots show that, all things being 
equal, women would favor capable women for public 
office, they did qualify this favoritism by insisting 
that only some women have the special qualifications 
which fit them for public life. They made it clear that 
women will not vote for a woman because she is a 


Why 26% Prefer Men in Public Life 


Matter of habit! Women are accustomed to voting for male 


candidates. 


Men are more experienced in public affairs than women. They 
are better prepared as a result of their business life to cope with 


governmental matters. 


: 


woman, but because she is a capable woman. They 
would, however, wholeheartedly support a campaign 
to encourage more women to go into politics. 

So to the question: Do women want women in 
public life? The answers seem to point to an over- 
whelming “Yes!” 


How much do husbands influence wives in their 
voting? Not much, according to Chatelaine Coun- 
cillors. Not a single Councillor gives the impression 
of a meek little housewife asking, ““‘Where do I put 
my X?” Very few are influenced by what they hear 
on the radio, at group meetings or party rallies, How 
then are they influenced? A good number are affected 
by what they read, but the vast majority make up 
their own minds after careful thought and observation. 

For Councillors’ opinions on what particular branch 
of public office they feel women are best suited, and 
their thinking on why only one woman sits in the 
House of Commons today, see page 55. 


FROM LEFT: 
Agnes Macphail, Nancy Hodges, Grace 
McInnis, Laura Jamieson, Rae Luckock, 


Cora Casselman, Cornelia Wood, Helen 
Anderson. 


The political field belongs to men. Women can guide them best 


with their vote and influence. 


Woman’s biggest job is in the home. Unless a woman is single, 
or a widow, she has a full-time responsibility with her family. 


Public office should belong to men as they need a life job to 





Men devote their whole lives to politics—or would like to. Women 
can only give a little of their interest because of home responsibilities. 
This makes it more satisfactory to train men for public life than 
women. 


Men tend to be less prejudiced in their thinking than women. 


Men will argue a principle and remain good friends afterward. 
Women take too personal an attitude, and resent a difference of 
opinion. 


Women don’t like women in politics. This makes it difficult for 
women to win as wide support for themselves as for men. 


support a family. 


It’s a man’s job to run the government; a woman’s to run the 
house. 


With such a preponderance of men in public office now, a woman 
would encounter more obstacles in fulfilling her duties, due to man’s 
prejudices against her. 


Women lack much, as yet, to be in full favor with other women, 
Canadian women are tiresome in voice and manner on a platform. 


Women are too domineering; too quick to jump to conclusions; 
too easily swayed by gossip and what their friends think. 


LESLIE BS OD 





sienna edie ie 


isa 


ee OR 






& 





os 
ma 
3 
‘$ 


Salas Ban aaa asic RS LE Re ete 25 


Sete 


xe 


" 
2 
4 
; 
4 





FREE SAGA IIS 


ARR Tg 


ip RON cht Rishok SER Rtn iss ee 


oo 
ile tata ee 


og ean SIE Ba ie it OS 


aia 


Women's-Lye View 
of Professional Women 


HATELAINE asked its coast-to-coast Councillors this question: 
“If you had a choice between a man or a woman of equal 
capabilities, which would you tend to consult for the 
following services—doctor, lawyer, architect, interior 
decorator, psychologist?” 

Results showed none of the prejudice against professional women, 

among women, which cynics like to talk about. 


Doctor 


The choice is almost 50-50 with a small margin to men. Women in 
the rural districts would consult a woman doctor to a greater exent 
than those in large cities. Those in the lower-income groups like them 
better than those in the higher brackets. And women over 45 years 
of age show the greatest trust of all. 

The vote: Man 48% Woman 43% No choice 9% 


Lawyer 

No, say the Councillors to women lawyers—we’d tend to take 
our legal troubles to men. Only one in four women would go to a 
woman. The percentages for this question run about the same for 
all communities, age and income groups. 
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A number of the women made it clear that there had been so 
little opportunity to consult a woman lawyer that they had had no 
chance to estimate female abilities in this field. 

The vote: Man 64% Woman 25% No choice 11% 


Architeet 


Women would like to consult women as architects, and gave them 
a slight edge m their voting in most of the provinces. 

The reason? One woman summed up the Councillors’ thinking: 
“After living in houses designed by men—we’d like to have women’s 
experience and ideas on cupboards and space for the baby carriage!” 

The vote: Man 44% Woman 46% No choice 10% 


Interior Decorator 


An overwhelming vote in this field went to women. Only one 
woman out of every 20 would rather consult a man. This was the 
proportion throughout the provinces and in all age and income 
groups. 

“But what facilities are there in Canada for learning the art?” 
asked one woman, adding mournfully, “practically none.” 


The vote: Man 5% Woman 88% No choice 10% 


Psychologist 


Again women prefer women, even though only a few of the Coun- 
cillors have had the opportunity or the need to consult one. This 
preference is remarkably high in British Columbia, the Prairies and 
Ontario; in the highest income group and among women over 45. 

The vote: Man 30% Woman 53% No choice 17% 





FROM LEFT: 


oe e a Nora-Frances Henderson, Margaret Mc- 
Williams, Mayor Porter, Dorothy Steeves, 
Tilly Rolston, Senator Fallis, Senator 
() Wilson, Gladys Strum. 
(Pe an NS ERAS SET ET 


Women should have a chance to show what they can accomplish. 
They have never had a real opportunity and it’s time they shared 
public responsibilities. 


Women are needed to balance men’s points of view. 


Men’s ideas have prevailed for a long time now, without official 
benefit of women’s opinions, 


Women have a different slant to men on many problems. Both 
men’s and women’s opinions are needed, 


Over half the population are women, Women should represent 
them in the voting strength in Parliament, 


Women have a knowledge of home and home conditions. They 
have a @ftater interest in, and a deeper sympathy with problems 


which cofitern the home and children. 


Women have the same mental capacity as men; the same ability) 
the same efficiency. 


They are, on the whole, more conscientious than men. 
Most women are energetic and work hard at anything they start. 


Women are more honest and trustworthy than men. They are 
less likely to be influenced by political pressure or monetary gain. 


Women usually take the time to investigate and find out about 
things. Businessmen haven’t the time—unless they are retired. 


Let the women take over! The men may wake up to the fact that 
they have not come up to the mark of their high calling. 


It’s time women had a voice in making decisions. Our laws today 
are man-madé for men. 


A woman fights harder for what she wants. 


Women are laboring against prejudices which should be eradi- 
cated-~—-and which will tend to disappear as more women appear in 
public life. 





14 — Chatelaine, January 1948 


\eer 


Met With 
Kisewhere 


by Daphne Alloway MeVickers 


EY,” SOMEBODY shouted. “Hey! Hey!” 
Jean struggled awake, scrubbing at her eyes 
with tight fists. She had been immersed in a 
delightful dream. A tall, dark, very handsome 
man had been asking her eagerly, ““ Now tell me, 
you don’t think that husband of yours is worthy of 
you?” And while she shyly lowered her eyes and 
considered, he had begun to insist, ““Hey! Do you? 
Hey!” 

But it was Deeny shouting, of course, leaping about 
in her crib like a yo-yo. She greeted Jean’s opening 
eyes with an ecstatic bubbling grin which displayed 
two lone mountain peaks of white in her pink gums. 

Jean padded across on bare feet to scoop the baby 
up. “Heavens, Deeny, I don’t know whether to rent 
you out for an alarm clock or for a new irrigation 
Ss) stem.” 

She sighed. She’d heard rubber sheets were back 
on the market, but she hadn’t had time to investigate. 
Everything on Deeny’s crib had to be washed and 
aired daily. 

| hear you, Robbie, don’t whisper, you sound like a 
factory Get up and start dressing. Good 
morning, Sandy, how wonderful, you're all dressed 
but buttoning, aren’t you? Would you watch Baby? 
Keep her right in the middle of the bed, won’t you, 
because she leaps around like a fish.” 

The six-year-old whom Jean had flossily named 
Melisande when she was still romantic about babies, 

very quictly. Jean, sending her a side 
wlance, sighed. 


whistle. 


seated herself 
X Sandy was wreathed in dignity and 
hurt feelings. She had a throbbing exposed little soul 
that was perpetually wounded. Already this morning 
something had damaged her morale, and Jean still 
didn’t know to ignore this or to drag-it 
wholesomely into the open. 
She tried a passing hug 
Sandy’s rigid little bones. 
for one of her feet stepped agonizingly on a spiky 
Ww he « led implement, and she coaste d over the polished 
air, both arms 


whether 


which snagged stiffly on 
Then she screamed wildly, 


I 


floor, the other leg springing into the 
flung out 

She did not fall, although the effort to right herself 
sent a jabbing pain deep into her. And a rush of 
bl aiding rage sizzled too long before she could control 
it. Four-year-old Robin, entering in a festoon of little 
pants and blouse, began to wail, and two-year-old 
Beth, tottering after him, put up an imitative shrick. 
it’s my little truck—I didn’t 
You’re MAD 


“I’m sorry, Muvver 
mean to leave it--You’re mad at me. 
at me!” 

“Robin,” Jean ordered, “Hush! I didn’t say a word 
te you.” 

“You're mad in your feelings. I see you be.” 


Jean 


“You’re saying your alphabet, Robbie,” 
laughed determinedly. 

*|-c-u-b, I-c-u-b— I-c-u-b too smart for me 

This witticism was successful. Both small children 
Sandy smiled mistily, and 


” 


sang it, capering about. 
the baby bounced in glee. 

“But boy, will I be sick of that one,” Jean thought 
wearily. She went into the kitchen and lighted the 
fire under the double boiler of cereal, plucked down a 
row of varicolored bowls with one hand, gathered the 
milk bottle off the window with her elbow. 

She made a face at her reflected, distorted visage in 
the enamel stove bar. As Jean Victor, newspaper gal, 
she had once had shoulder-length black curls and dark 
blue eyes emphasized by lashes curled every morning 
on a little gadget. Once it had been a fetish to wear a 
spot of blue to pick up that eye color—a hair ribbon, a 
flower, earrings. Now the curls were shovelled to the 
top of her head, her eyelashes flared straight and stiff, 
and the only spot of blue was a pair of duplicate circles 
under her eyes. Since Bob had left, she was wearing 
out old pinafores, as nightgowns, because, springing 
up in the morning, she could slip on a pair of panties 
and be dressed for the hour or two before she could 
finish the children and take a shower. 

“You're an odd-looking hag, Mrs. Meredith,” she 
told the elf in the stove rod. ** Remember when you 
asserted that you would have a dozen kids and still 
do everything else—read, look pretty, keep up with 
world affairs, be young with your wee ones? Well, | 
c-u-b a long way from doing it.” 

She'd had the kids a little faster, she was wont to 


“Not at all a pretty 
speech,” somebody be- 
hind her spoke, “but the 
costume is fetching.” 


Illustrated by Machtey 
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She loved her husband and she 
loved her children, but when the 
opportunity came to escape for 
a while, you couldn’t blame her 


for being tempted 


say, than she’d had reference to. Four in six years, 
and all singles. The young Merediths were notorious; 
they had to think up ribald comments on their own 
productivity and get them said faster than friends 
could manufacture them. For the first three years— 
after that, there weren’t, often, many friends in the 
foreground to comment. 

They hadn’t minded They were enough for each 
other. Each other! Jean sighed; they’d never thought 
of that combination splitting up. Jean dimly blinked 
back a dampness, and arranged her arriving brood on 
chairs around the table, sweeping into the bedroom to 
peel Deeny, rub her with a blanket, powder her and 
carry her back to the kitchen loosely pinned into a 
diaper. 

Even that was too long an absence. Robin and 
Beth were engaged in a death battle for the red chair 
and Sandy was weeping silently into her porridge. 

“Robbie— it’s Beth’s turn, you sat on the red chair 
yesterday. Besides, you’re our man, men don’t fight 
girls,” 

It wouldn’t do any good to paint another chair red; 
by that time they’d both want the yellow one. And 
Sandy’s tears streamed faster—something in Jean’s 
innocent remark had increased them. 

“Sandy, what is it?” 

“It’s what you said. Robbie’s our man. A girl at 
school said I was a widow, I don’t want to be a widow, 
Mother, | don’t.” 

“Sandy, you couldn’t be a widow ” (And I haven't 
even time to laugh at that.) “‘Only ladies are widows, 
and they aren’t until their husbands die.” 

She said | was, because Daddy’s gone away.” 

“Sandy, | explained that to you. Daddy had to go 
away on business. He’ll come home soon,” 

A loud wail from Beth accompanied the toaster’s 
leap across the table where it smacked Sandy in her 
mournful face. Jean snatched it, burning herself 
badly. 

“Beth, what are you crying for?” 

“T want to talk to Daddy—” 

Ignominiously, Jean brought up some old reserves. 
“Don’t you remember, you talked to him on the 
telephone last week, and you said, *‘Hoddadad, 
Doody?’” 

This was hideously successful. Beth’s smile rain- 
bowed and she began to chant, ““Hoddadad, Doody, 
Hoddadad, Doody!” Robin joined in with a splutter 
of cereal-decorated consonants and the baby shrieked 
loud monosyllabic counterpoint. 

“Tell how,” Robin insisted. “Tell how you lifted 
Beth up to say Howdydoo to Daddy—and Beth said 
Hoddadad, Doody ” 

“Here we go again—” Ten times a day she had had 
to re-enact that. For a blessed week now they had 
forgotten it It must show a softening of her own 
brain, she thought, that she had deliberately revived 
it. But at last the tears were ov er, and somehow, as 
happened every morning ultimately, she had kissed 
Sandy and started her off for school, got Robin back 
out of his on-backwards pants without wounding his 
ego and buttoned him in correctly, slid Beth into os 
clothes, installed them in a sandpile, bathed the baby 
and hung her into her swinging seat by the window. 
Medern practice condemned those swinging seats, 
but, Jean thought hopefully, she’d suspended each of 
the others in turn and not one of them had anatomy 
at all awry. + Coniinued on next page 
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Of course by this time it was 11 0’clock 
and almost time for Sandy to be back 
for lunch. Not quite, though. She could 
get Deeny’s bedclothes to soak, make 
her own bed, tidy the kitchen, shower 
and start the vegetables cooking. When 
Bob was home, this first stretch of tasks 
went faster because he’d dressed some 
of the children, but there was coffee to 
make for him. Jean had abandoned 
coffee for herself. 

When Bob was here . . . She donated 
herself a precious five minutes to dream 
tenderly of Bob’s actual presence. He 
might be home for a whole blessed week 
end this Friday, and it was already 
Tuesday. He hadn’t been sure when he 
wrote, but he wouldn’t have raised her 
hopes if it hadn’t been almost certain. 
A whole w eek end of Bob, It was a full 
six weeks since he had been sent to open 
up the new branch office. 


SHE GLANCED through the window, 
screamed, and rushed out just in time to 
stop Robin from pouring a shovelful of 
sand onto Beth’s mop of red gold curls. 
“I’m giving her a permanent,” he 
explained. Shampooing Beth always 
took two full hours because of Jean’s 
vanity about those curls. The telephone 
rang, snatching her indoors by an 
clastic band. It might be Bob. 

“‘Hello—it’s who? Oh, hello, Elaine 
my twin widow. How’s Bates?” 

Bates was wretched away in the 
branch office, Elaine Reynolds assured 
her. “‘There’s this swish dinner for the 
new sales staff next week end. Let’s 
drive over for it—you can help me drive 
and we'll stop over one night.” 

Bob would probably have to attend 
the dinner, and not be able to get home. 

““You’re wonderful to ask me, Elaine,” 
Jean said mechanically, “but it’s out 
of the question.” 

For a few sick minutes though, a 
picture formed in her mind, a little 
movie of herself beautifully dressed in a 
new suit with a flowery hat perched on 
beautifully arranged hair. Herself 
getting out of Elaine’s sleek car to meet 
Bob, All the standers-by admiring them. 

Elaine argued. Elaine was spoiled, 
everybody did anything she wanted. 
She wouldn’t listen to Jean’s obstruc- 
tions, 

“It would be perfectly simple, Jean. 
You just haven’t thought it out.” 

“T’ll call you back,” Jean cut her off. 
Sandy was arriving at the front door, a 
lake had formed under Deeny’s swing, 
and the sandpile, when Jean opened the 
kitchen door and looked out, was terrify- 
ingly empty. Beth and Robin appeared 
with cries of laughter from a hideous 
little tunnel they had found which led 
under the back porch. They were black 

and festooned with webs, and Beth’s 
hair was a sticky gangrenous-looking 
mass. 

She would deal with them in a min- 
ute, but first there was Sandy, standing 
there with~an expectant look on her 
lace. 

“Sandy, how lovely! Did you make 
that?” 

Sandy quivered with rapture as Jean 
accepted a myriad-looped chain of 
colored paper from her. Sandy had 
learned to read almost two years ago, 
but she spent her days making these 
creations in school. It would have to be 
draped somewhere conspicuously, and 
the whole house was buried under these 
dust-collecting affairs, but Sandy was 


smoky-eyed with pride. 


> Rg® 





Brief Encounter 





WO 


by Marion Lineaweaver 


HE SCENE is the finish of a downhill race, and two girls 
are leading the field, skis flashing over the icy surface, 
brown curls flying, lithe bodies flung forward into the wind 
—down the schuss, across the line! 

“It’s Rhoda!” 

“No, it’s Rhona!” 

“Well, they’re always first and second, so what does it matter 
which is which?” 

And that’s almost exactly what their father said when they 
were born, 25 years ago in St. Lambert, Que. “I think we'll 
call them Rhona and Rhoda,” Mr. J. S. H. Wurtele announced, 
beaming down at his wife and twin daughters. 

“Goodness, you can’t do that,” protested the nurse. “* You'll 
never be able to tell them apart.” 

“Why should we want to?” he parried. So the problem was 
settled, by quick dismissal, once and for all. 


THE WURTELE twins will be the only women skiing for 
Canada at the Winter Olympic Games next month. After 
intensive training in the Laurentians they’re on their way this 
month to St. Moritz where they'll do some warming-up before 
the contests begin. St. Moritz is 6,000 feet high, and sports 
fans remember that when Canada sent its first Olympic team 
there 20 years ago, the Canadians were so affected by the 
clevation that they couldn’t ski at all for a week! The Wurteles 
realize the handicaps they’re up against. European teams are 
sponsored by their governments; money isn’t spared, and it 
isn’t unusual for contestants to spend months in daily practice 
right on the Olympic terrain. Many nations will be sending 
their full quota of four women entrants in the downhill and 
slalom races, thus Rhoda and Rhona will be mecting champ- 
ions, present and future, and in numbers, from all the skiing 
countries, 

But these factors fail to crush the twins’ enthusiasm. “We 
know it will be a hard job to place in the Olympics,” they say, 
“but we’re going to do our best.” 

The Wurteles’ best is considerable. They started skiing early, 
encouraged by their athletic brothers and sister, then in their 
late teens their father sent them to the brilliant professional, 
Hermann Gadner, for instruction, especially in slalom, Gradu- 
ated from his school (the first women to qualify as full ski 
instructors), they have taught without fee cach winter, at the 
same time holding down office jobs by day. Last season they 
brought home trophies from California, Utah and the Eastern 
States—more silverware to add to their uncounted collection 
of medals and cups which crowds their bedroom where they 
share a double-decker, In ’44 they were given jointly the 
Alexandra Gibb award for Canada’s most outstanding woman 
athlete. 

Rhoda and Rhona are meticulous to safeguard their amateur 
standing— paying for all their trips themselves. “They walk to 
work ‘and walk back,” their mother will tell you, “and I’ve 
even known them to walk up mountains to save the cost of 
the tow!” It may be a case of two of a kind living cheaper 
than one, because the twins are of one mind about everything 

movies, people, sports, habits (they neither drink nor 
smoke), and putting their united effort into the next exciting 
contest. You'll be wishing them good luck! 


i Kind on Skis 





Jean installed her at the tabl 
with a pile of sliced bread, a butter knit, 
and a jar of peanut butter, while she ra 
a tubful of water for Beth and Robin. 
Robin, obeying her command to un- 
dress, came capering naked into the 
kitchen and snatched the peanut butter. 
He clawed out a dreadful chunk and 
began to smear it over his blackened 
face. 

The doorbell clanged. Beth had tried 
to undress and had stuck fast, her 
waistband wedged around her nose. She 
gave a suffocated shriek of agony. 

Sandy rushed to help her with 
peanut-buttered hands, and a_ curl 
caught fast in a button loop. Beth's 
wails became siren hoots. 

The front door opened. Elaine 
Reynolds walked in. Sleek chic Elaine 
—the end product of an investment of 
time, time without children. 

“Jean, | came over to suggest... 
she paused. 

Robin hastened affably toward her 
and she backed away. Beth, red as 
Elaine’s jacket, emerged howling, black- 
faced, bedraggled, holding a swatch of 
her own hair. Deeny leaped up and 
down in her swing. Sandy was weeping 
at Beth’s cries, “Mother, I was only 
helping.” 

“Just a minute, Elaine,” Jean urged. 
“I’m sorry there’s such a bedlam. Do 
sit down.” 

‘N-no—” Robin was still a menace, 
the visitor was dodging his clutch, 
moving nearer to the safety of the open 
door, “No, I was going to say, Jean, 
maybe we could take the children with 
us—but that wouldn’t be a holiday for 
you, would it? We'll think of some- 
thing.” 


AN HOUR LATER Jean dropped an 
aching head to her arm. Sandy was 
washed and sent back to school, Robin 
and Beth were rosy fragrant bundles 
on their beds. Deeny was a magazine 
cover, her bottle rolling out of a fat 
hand, her fuzz of hair golden on the crib 
pillow. 

If Elaine had come now, she’d have 
been entranced with them. And the 
awful thing was, the trip could have 
been managed. Bob’s mother lived in a 
big house in the country, and she con- 
stantly complained that she never saw 
her grandchildren. Jean and Elaine 
could have driven there, spent the night, 
left the children, and gone on for their 
week-end spree. It would have worked. 
But nobody could expect Elaine to make 
the offer when she’d walked in on Life 
Among the Kallikaks. 

It had been a moment’s mirage. And 
now Jean could take her own bath or 
do the washing first. Every day was 
washday with the Merediths. Better 
bathe and dress, somebody might 
come in, 

She revived like a flower under a 
stinging spatter of water, and she sang 
cheerily as she slipped into clean 
pantics and bra. The telephone burred 
and she fled to it. Sometimes the tele- 
phone bell woke the babes. 

An irritating buzz was the only 
response. Wrong number. Jean hung up 
with a grimace. “You silly dope,” she 
addressed it. 

“Not at all a pretty speech,” some- 
body behind her spoke. “But the 
costume is fetching. Are you practicing 
to be a pin-up girl, Jean, or has Holly- 
wood been making passes?” 

# Continued on page 31 
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Just try this soup 
Of New Orleans— 
You'll say it’s fit 
For kings and queens! 


KINDS TO CHOOSE FROM: Asparagus @ Bean’ with 

Bacon ¢ Beef ¢ Beef Noodle ¢ Bouillon ¢ Cream of Celery 

Chicken Gumbo ¢ Chicken Noodle ¢ Chicken with Rice 

Clam Chowder @¢ Consommé ¢ Cream of Mushroom 

Ox Tail @ Green Pea e@ Pepper Pot e Scotch Broth 

Tomato e Vegetable-Beef @¢ Vegetable @ Vegetarian 
Vegetable 


Made by Campbell’s in Canada 
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At luncheon overlooking Sugar Loaf and fabulous Rio Bay. We'd been sightseeing. 
“Cigarette?” he said. Our fingers touched—and then he was holding my hand. So this is 
why I'd kept my hands so smooth and soft, always. For this one lovely moment. But... 





i 
‘ 
Not long after. at a dance at Hotel Quitandinha, “It’s for always”, he said. And my heart 
sang. For me, it’s “for always” too. And —with Jergens Lotion — I'll keep my hands soft 
and smooth for all our lovely moments. We'll certainly have Jergens Lotion at our house. 
The loveliest women in the world care for 
their hands with Jergens Lotion. Hollywood Stars, / 
for instance, use Jergens Lotion, 7 to 1. 
Today your hands are even softer, deliciously smoother 
with Jergens. Recent research makes today’s Jergens 
Lotion finer than ever. More protective, too. a | 
Two skin-care ingredients many doctors use are both (Made in Canada) 
in your Jergens Lotion. Chapping—instantly soothed 
4 and relieved; prevented by regular use of today’s 


Jergens Lotion. More effective than ever. But still 


10¢ to $1.00. No oiliness; never sticky. 


For the Softest, Adorable Hands, use Jergens Lotion 











Office Pool 


Continued from page 15 


know what game they had been playing: 

“We'll beat ’em next time,” a boy 
yelled. “Wait’ll Carlson’s ankle’s okay, 
he’ll show ’em!” 

“Sure!” a boy from across the square 
yelled back. “Heck, every one of those 
Stotes guys was about nine feet tall.” 

“Til say. All they had to do was just 
reach up and put the ball in the basket.” 

Basketball, registered Miss Miller. 
They were playing basketball, and 
Stotes is the other team, the other 
school. Stotes won because the players 
were nine feet tall... no, they couldn’t 
have been, not really—that must be a 
joke, 

But what did a school named Stotes 
have to do with Boosin Personalized 
Letters, Inc.? What, especially, did it 
have to do with her? And what did 3rd 
Quarter mean? 

The next day 
Boosin Personalized Letters, Inc., was 
open only half a day. Miss Miller 
thought of not going in at all, becaus« 
maybe if she stayed away somebody els« 


was Saturday, and 


would do whatever was supposed to b« 
done with Stotes, 3rd Quarter. 

But she did not know how she could 
possibly occupy herself all morning if 
she didn’t go. It was hard enough to get 
through Saturday afternoon and _ the 
whole of Sunday. She had finally worked 
out a kind of routine that kept her pretty 
busy, window-shopping if the weather 
was nice on Saturday, going to the 
movies if it wasn’t—walking tn the park 
on fair Sundays and reading in her 
room on rainy ones. But she just man- 
aged to stretch these things out through 
a day and a half; she couldn’t possibly 
spread them to include another entire 
morning. 

She went up in the clevator 
Mr. Frawley. He looked straight at her, 
but there was no sign of recognition in 
his blue eyes. Our Mr. Frawley, sh« 
thought. My Mr. Frawley. I’m the onc 
in the twelfth row, fourth from the end. 


with 


I’ve been there every single morning 
for three months—surely you remember 
aa W hy of course, Miss Miller 

stupid of me; I had my mind on some- 
How could | 
you? ... By the 


thing else. possibly 
not remember way, 
Mr. Frawley, what does Stotes, 3rd 
Quarter mean? Of course I know Stotes 
is the school that defeated our school at 
basketball last night, but I’m not sure | 
understand ... 

Mr. Frawley got off at the ninth floor 
and Miss Miller followed mutely, her 
small feet making scarcely any sound on 
the linoleum. When he got to the door, 
though, he saw her behind him and h« 
bowed a little and stepped aside to let 
her go in first. 

“Good morning, Mr. Frawley,” she 
breathed, 

*‘Good morning.” He smiled right 
into her eyes. “Lovely morning.” 

She walked to her desk on air, feeling 
even lighter than her inconsequential 
94 pounds, forgetting all about Stotes, 
3rd Quarter. Mr. Frawley had noticed 
her, smiled at her. Surely now he would 
remember her when he saw her again. 

But she had barely reached her chair 
knew he 
would remember no more now than he 


before she knew it wasn’t so 


He was the one to whom sh 
he had looked 


at her then and spoken to her and smiled 


ever had. 
had applied for the job 


at her. She had gone to him with an 
error on her list and he had looked at her 
again. Yet just now he had stood in the 
elevator with her and had not 
known she was one of his girls. 
She sat down heavily and picked up 
her pen, trying to lose herself in the only 


even 


world where she was at home, among 
friends. Mr, and Mrs. Glenn Astell .. . 
Dear Glenn and—and Mary, Thank you 
for your invitation... 


SOMEONE WAS talking in the front of 
the room. Miss Miller glanced up and 
saw that it was the red-headed girl, and 
instantly panic swept over her. Now it 
would come out—now she would learn 
what it was she should have done about 
that slip of paper . . . everybody in th« 
room, including Mr. Frawley, would 
hear, and know that she hadn’t under- 
And maybe it was something 
something necessary to the 
and she 


stood, 
important 
welfare of the organization 
had failed them. Maybe . . . 

The red-headed girl walking 
slowly along the rows, saying the same 
thing time after time. Miss Miller held 
her breath, not knowing she was holding 
it. If she could have slipped out and 
never come back before the girl reached 
her row, she would have done so, but 


was 


there was no way except right past the 
girl, 

“Did anybody here have Stotes, 3rd 
Quarter?” .. . ““Not me. 
draw a blank.” . . . “Did any of you 
girls have Stotes in the 3rd Quarter... .?” 

Miss Miller let out her breath. It 
right to keep silent—it 
fair. If something really important was 
involved, maybe somebody else would 
get the blame. 

“Here,” she said, in a thin little voice, 
and held out the crumpled slip of paper. 
“Well for The girl 
lvanced upon her, looking as exasper- 


aq 
ated as Miss Miller had feared. “Why 


didn’t you say so? 


1 always 


A 
wasn’t wasn’t 


pity’s sake!” 


I’ve been trying to 
find you all morning.” 

“I’m sorry,” Miss Miller murmured. 
She was aware that almost everyone in 


the room had stopped working—all but 
the handful to whom every second 


counted. She had always thought this 
was a wonderful place to work because 
nobody stood over you-—-nobody cared 
when the girls stopped to rest or talk 

you were your own boss, earning in 
accordance with the amount of work 
you did, and if you wanted to take it 
casy sometimes, that was your business. 
She had had such 
freedom, and she had thought it was 
lovely. But now she wished with all 
her being that someone would tell them 


to get back to work and stop listening, 


never in her life 


stop staring at her... 

“Well, for pity’s sake, aren’t you even 
excited?” the red-headed girl was 
“Say, look—don’t tell me 
you don’t even know you've won the 


asking her. 


pool?” 

““Won—what?” 

Someone behind Miss Miller said, 
“She’s struck dumb,” and giggled. 

Miss Miller got very red. She looked 
down at her desk and fumbled with her 
pen and felt lonelier than ever. 

“T don’t know what you mean,” she 
said, almost in a whisper. 

“For pity’s sake! You gave me a 
dime to go in the pool, didn’t you? And 
you picked Stotes, 3rd Quarter, didn’t 
you? And Stotes made the most baskets 
of the game in the third quarter, didn’t 


they? So you win the pool, don’t you?” 


aiiD Ruel 


bla tA en 


ae a Beno 
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Miss Miller was suddenly angry. It 
was three months since anyone had been 
impatient with her or shouted at her 
three months in which she had had no 
Mrs, Englehart to answer to, nobody to 
answer to but herself after all those 
years—and it was very nice. She 
certainly did not have to answer to this 
girl who only worked in the office the 
same as she did. 

‘I don’t know,” Miss Miller said very 
clearly. “I don’t know what you are 
talking about. I paid 10 cents and 
drew this slip of paper, but I don’t 
know what it means, and I don’t know 
what a pool is, and you necdn’t be so 

” 
—so— 


SHE STOPPED abruptly, her anger 
gone, misery and remorse flooding over 
her. She had never talked so sharply to 
anyone in her life. Now they would all 
think she was mean and quick-tempered 
and she would have less chance of their 
friendship than ever. 

But the red-headed girl did not look 
annoyed. The expression in her eyes 
changed in some subtle way that Miss 
Miller did not immediately comprehend, 
and she grinned. 

“Okay, okay,” she said. “For pity’s 
sake, why didn’t you say you were new? 
How was I to know?” 

Then a whole group of them had 
suddenly stopped work and were crowd- 
ing around her, all trying to explain it 
to her at once. She had to keep turning 
her head from one to the other to listen, 
and at first she was more confused than 
ever, but gradually she began to under- 
stand, 

“It’s like taking a chance in a raffle, 
see?” .. . “We're always making up 
some kind of a pool—for the world 
series or football games or prize fights” 
. . » “Everybody in town is crazy about 
basketball, so we always have a pool for 
the games—you should have been there 


last night”... “This time it was 
which team would make the most 
baskets in which quarter” .. . “And 


everybody pays a dime and that’s the 
pool, and the winner gets the whole 
this ss 

The red-headed girl brought the 
agate basin filled with dimes, and some- 
body else brought a small canvas bag, 
and they told Miss Miller to count the 


money as she put it from the basin 
into the bag. They went back to work 
while she was doing it, but every so 
often one of the girls would look over 
at her and smile, or shake her head and 
murmur something about “ Beginner’s 
luck.” 

There was over $20 in the pool. 
“What are you going to do with it?” 
one of them asked her. “Buy a new 
dress?” 

Miss Miller didn’t know. She was too 
bewildered, too excited. All this atten- 
tion was like wine in her blood. 

“Our team almost always wins, you 
know,” one girl said. ‘‘Only our best 
man sprained his ankle, and this Stotes 
team o 

“Yes,”” Miss Miller said. She tried a 
small amused smile. ‘The players were 
all nine feet tall.” 

They laughed. I told them a joke, 
Miss Miller thought, and it made them 
laugh... ° 

Suddenly she knew what she wanted 
to do with the money she had won in 
the pool. 

**Listen,” she said to the group nearest 
her. “Listen, I’d like you all to have 
lunch with me today.” Her voice was 
shaking, but she stopped it and added 
firmly, ‘‘My treat.” 

She was frightened after she had said 
it—worried about how to manage it, 
where to take them. She had never 
taken anyone out to lunch in her whole 
life, and now she had 10 guests. Some- 
times she had imagined such things. 
She had pictured herself giving a party, 
sending out invitations... to Mr. 
and Mrs. Thomas Alton, Mr. and Mrs. 
Roger Ashley, Miss Grace Barbour, 
Mr. Samuel Batchelder—not strange 
names to be written on envelopes in her 
clear beautiful hand, but a list of her 
many friends ... Dear Grace, I am 
having a dinner party on the 14th and 
would love to have you come ... 

But now it was really happening— 
now 10 girls had actually accepted her 
invitation—and she was afraid she was 
going to bungle it, make a fool of herself. 
Why had she ever asked them all? She 
must have been crazy. 

There was no way out of it. They all 
waited for her at noon, and she had to 
lead them, not knowing where, clutching 

# Continued on page 22 


** Helen, don’t be like that!” 





7. SMELL 17 Fry’s has a 


specially delicious aroma! That 
wonderful, fresh-chocolate fragrance 
is unmistakable—you know it’s 
good the minute you open Fry’s 
famous yellow tin! 





* 


3, TASTE 17 Just wait till 


you taste—Fry’s has a _ richer 
chocolate flavor! 

Made with Fry’s, each cup of 
cocoa has extra flavor — chocolate 


*Fry’s sells 3-1 over any other cocoa 
in Canada according to a National 
Survey. 


FRYS 


THE COCOA WITH THE 


RICHER CHOCOLATE FLAVOR 
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3 Keasons why more Canadians 
buy FRYS than any othier eocoa! 





2.MIK IT Fry’s certainly 


mixes smoothly! This velvet-soft 
cocoa blends so swiftly and easily 
with other ingredients — makes 
frothy cocoa drinks and profession- 
ally-smooth chocolate dishes! 


cakes, desserts, icings and sauces 
taste extra good, extra-chocolaty! 


Easy to see why more people 
buy Fry’s than any other cocoa in 
Canada! 
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Deliciously Rich, Light asa 
Feather...Made with MAGIC 
Pink and pretty and sure to please! It’s 


Magic’s Party Cake—lovely to look at and 
oh—so luscious to eat. 


There’s plenty of luscious eating in all 
Magic-baked cakes. You can always depend 
on it for the delicious flavor, velvety texture 
that mean perfect baking results. Why not 
take a tip from Canada’s leading cookery 
experts—use Magic Baking Powder in 
everything you bake. Get it today. 





PINK PARTY CAKE 
14 cup shortening 2 teaspoons Magic 
1 cup sugar 
3 egg yolks 
1 egg 4 cup milk 
134 cups sifted 1 teaspoon vanilla 

flour extract 
Pink frosting 


Baking Powder 
34 teaspoon salt 


Cream together shortening and sugar. 
Add egg yolks, beat well. Add egg; beat 
well. Sift dry ingredients together. Add 
alternately with milk to creamed mix- 
ture. Add vanilla extract. Bake in 
greased tube pan in 350°F. oven 50 
minutes. Spread frosting on top and 
sides of cake. 


PINK FROSTING Boil together 11% 
cups sugar, % cup water and 1% tsps. 
vinegar to 258°F., (or until syrup spins 
long thread). Beat 3 egg whites stiff; 
gradually add syrup, beating constantly, 
until frosting holds shape. Add few 
grains salt, % tsp. vanilla and % tsp. 
almond extracts. Tint delicate pink with 
red vegetable coloring. 



















AST-MISTRESS: 


Gentlemen I give you 


Ladies and 
the New 
Year! . . . Looks like a nice kid, 
that little fellow with no clothes 
and an outsized satchel. 
he unpacks a few blessings for this poor 
old world, but my crystal ball tells me 
he’ll bring out the odd crisis and such 
like. 


crises 


I hope 


and all the such likes too. 


Sometimes | get to thinking maybe 
if we welcomed the New Year with less 
whoopee he might do a little better by 
us. But I wouldn’t know for sure. 


Eat beets or wear brown—two things 
I won’t do for anyone. I’ve not only 
made a resolution; I’ve taken a vow. 
Oh, I know your spiced beets are won- 
derful and I like brown on you m’dears, 
but they’re not for me. Not for me. 
Course a lady can always change her 
mind. 


Me, I’m getting pretty tired of 


Roasting weather, this. Light up 
your oven. Some folks like to sear, 
others don’t. Please yourselves; I’m 
not going to get in any argument. 


Cooking-est place was my mother’s 
kitchen and grand were the dishes that 
came from it. I’m thinking now of 
buckwheat pancakes and buttermilk 
scones, of Spanish-Bun, chicken pot pie, 
spiced crabs and quince jelly, of Ban- 
bury tarts and apple dumplings, roly- 
polys and cobblers according to season 
and a lot of other old-fashioned delicious 
victuals. Their very names set me to 
drooling. 


The shortcake season is 12 months 
and too short at that. Make it 
of rich biscuit dough—baked, split, 
buttered, filled and topped with fresh- 
frozen berries or other juicy perfection. 
Billows of whipped cream to cap the 
climax. 


long 





Listen, lady. You can’t come in with 
the milk on New Year’s morning if 
you’re going to set a bang-up dinner 
on your table ’round noon. And you, 
sir, can’t expect to do it justice. Or can 
you? 


Gentleman asks: “How is it when 
I go to get myself a bedtime snack that 
the cold parsnips are always out front 
and the cold meat loaf barricaded behind 
a lot of trivia?” I wouldn’t know. But 
life’s like that; nine tenths cold parsnips, 
one tenth meat loaf, and that hard to 
come by. 


According to “The Home Cook 
Book” compiled in 1877 by the Ladies of 
Toronto and chief towns and cities in 
Canada, success in housekeeping adds 
credit to the woman of intellect and 
lustre to a woman’s accomplishments. 
Right, gals! 


Interior decoration, circa the Sev- 
enties: Quote. Very, very few rooms 
there are but look the better with 
carpets of small design. Then the 
oilcloth under the stove must match if 
possible and be bound with leather strips 
to keep the edge from getting unsightly. 
The woodbox or basket is covered with 
wool work on canvas or appliqué of 
bright cloth on Turkish towelling, mak- 
ing a handsome bit of furniture. A scrap 
basket with appliqué border and a bright 
lining goes far toward keeping a room 
tidy. The mistress will try to have her 
rooms in keeping with the style by a 
few pieces of furniture in the fashion of 
the day, a Turkish chair embroidered 
in wools, a straight-backed one in un- 
bleached towelling and appliqué of 
crimson, blue, black and gold, a stand 
covered with velvet or a homemade easel 
with the single good picture the house 
affords on it, a jardinier of tiles or wicker 
work in the window, or a bamboo 
lounge, things not expensive in them- 
selves yet lending a graceful air to quiet 
surroundings. Unquote. 


Among the menus suggested in the 
aforementioned cookbook are several 


“cold lunches for washing days and 


other days of extra labor.” Lissen: cold 
corn beef, nicely sliced; baked potatoes; 
bread and butter and pickles. Dessert 
—mince pie and cheese. Or raw oysters 
with lemon and crackers; cold veal with 
jelly and Saratoga potatoes; bread and 
butter; cherry pie with cheese. Another: 
casserole of fish with mushroom catsup; 
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bread and butter; pie with cheese. They 
liked pie, the ladies. They liked cheese. 
And on washdays, way back, they 
needed ’em. 


Use ginger for snap in the whipped 
cream topping for a peach shortcake. 
Add preserved or candied ginger to a 
fruit cocktail. 


Jumble together a square of un- 
sweetened chocolate melted, two table- 
spoonfuls of cream, 34 cupful of 
powdered sugar, a teaspoonful of vanilla 
and 2 of melted butter. Spread on a 
cold custard pie to blacken its face and 
lift its flavor. 


You can’t fix everything with a 
hairpin, so you'd better have a few 
tools on hand—handy. A monkey 
wrench isn’t much good if you can’t find 
it. It isn’t much good to me when I can. 


Some women are whizzes at repair 
jobs. Not me; I usually end up a little 
bloody and very, very bowed. Then 
when I get my strength back I call the 
fixer. But hand me a paint brush—nice 
harmless tool—and I’ll paint your town 


red, 


Ham ’neggs are still going steady. 
Supposin’ you have a half cupful of meat 
left over, grind or chop it with two 
hard-cooked eggs and a couple of small 
cucumber pickles. Now in with a 
teaspoonful of prepared mustard and 
two or three tablespoonfuls of salad 
dressing. Season; mix. Form into small 
balls, roll in grated cheese, then in 
chopped parsley. Nice pick-up food 
from a buffet table. 


You may call me unromantic but 
I don’t like music with my meals. So 
there, Mr. Petrillo. And I can’t abide 
eating in a semiblackout. Mind if I bring 
a flashlight? 


Looking forward to my house of the 
future is just like waiting for my first 
bicycle. The same patient putting by 
of the wherewithal—dimes or Savings 
Bonds, piggy bank or strong box, what’s 
the difference! The same thrilling 
anticipation and the same feeling that 
time is an awful slowpoke. But the same 
prayerful hope that there’s a great day 
coming if I can just hold my horses a 
little longer. # 
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Oifice Pool 


Continued from page 19 


the canvas bag full of dimes in her stiff 
lingers. 

As the procession reached the front 
of the room, it encountered Mr. Frawley. 
He looked at Miss Miller without recog- 
nition, but then his glance fell to the 
bag in her hands and he smiled. 

“Well,” he said. “I see you’ve won 
the pool. I’ve never won one of them 
yet, in all the years I’ve been here. 
What’s the trick, Miss—?” 

“Miller,” she said quickly, her heart 
beating hard. “* Miller. For pity’s sake, 
Mr. Frawley, it’s time you remem- 
bered!” 


SHE COULDN'T have told what made 
her say it, what gave her the courage. 
Maybe all those girls around her, close 
to her, waiting for her to take them 
. . maybe the little note 
of envy in Mr. Frawley’s voice—Mr. 
Frawley, our Mr. Frawley, envying ber! 

She swept out before he could answer, 


somewhere 


and then she was frightened again as she 
had been after talking up to the red- 
You couldn't speak that 
you could be fired for 

. couldn’t you? 


headed girl. 
way to your boss 
a thing like that 
What was getting into her, anyway? 

One of the girls chuckled. ‘That was 
telling him, all right,” she said. The 
note in her voice was like the expression 
that had come into the red-headed girl’s 
eyes, and instantly Miss Miller wasn’t 
frightened any more. She could scarcely 
remember what it was she had been 
frightened of. 

“Where’s the best place in town for 
lunch?” she asked, in a firm clear voice. 

The rest was like one of her most 
extravagant dreams. They went into a 
hotel, into a dining room with thick 
carpets on the floor and something on 
the ceiling to absorb the noise, so that it 
very and _ beautiful, 
Waiters bowed and pushed tables to- 
gether and whisked snowy cloths over 
them. Someone placed a bow! of flowers 


was all hushed 


in the centre. 

“This is swell,” someone said 

“Tt sure is. You're a sport, all right, 
spending all your pool money on us.” 

Miss Miller sat at the head of the 
table, with one of the flowers from the 
bow! pinned on her dress. 

“Order anything you want,” she said. 
“Anything at all.” 

At that moment 
into the room with another man. As 


Mr. Frawley came 


they passed the long gala table, Mr. 
Frawley frowned a little and stopped. 
He wouldn’t fire me right now, would 
he? Miss Miller thought. Not here, in 
front of everybody? 

“What is it, a birthday party?” he 
And anyone 
could answer him he put his hand lightly 
on Miss Miller’s shoulder and turned to 


enquired then, before 


the other man, 
“Mr. Boosin,” he. said, ““do you know 
. 


our Miss Mille 7?” 


If your magazine is late 


Owing to temporary mechanical produc 
tion difficulties beyond the publisher's 
control, your copy of Chatelaine may be 
late in reaching you. 


If so, we're sorry. We ask your indul- 
gence with the assurance that everything 
possible is being done to remedy the 
situation. 
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The Future Mrs Driscoll 


Continued from page 5 


past her. She could glimpse but one 
occupant, a man, in the back seat. 

Well, she thought a little amused, 
perhaps not everything has stood still 
for 15 years. Nobody in Easterton ever 
had a car like that! The passing of the 
car urged her into a briskness of her own, 
and she drove more rapidly now, eager 
to see the town. 

I wonder, she thought idly —I wonder 
what my life would have been like if I 
had married one of the other boys. Sam 
for instance. Or Roger. Or Jim. They 
all asked me. How would my life have 
been different? 

The thought entertained her. It 
dispelled momentarily the dull ache of 
knowing that she had to come to a 
definite decision about her marriage 
that if she decided today to take the 
secretarial job that Edward Barnes was 
offering her, then it meant that she 
would divorce Dave, let him go out west 
alone. It dispelled briefly the bitterness 
of their last quarrel, of Dave’s stoic look 
as he said, “I’ve made up my mind to 
take the offer. You and the boys can 
come or not. Just as you like.” As if she 
could agree to leave all her friends, a 
sizable city, and go 
to some little far- 
away town. 


The thought took her out of the car 
and up the steps quickly. After all, she 
wasn’t exactly 18 any more herself. But 
a sideways glimpse of herself in the 
dark mirrorlike pane of the glass door 
reassured her. With her new smart 
brown suit and the expensive little hat 
with its gold and green feathers she 
looked if not very young very 
youthful. 

The lobby was a little dusky and 
there was a faintly pungent smell made 
up of tobacco smoke and geraniums 
and coffee. She felt a little sense of 
pleasure pervading her—they used to 
hold class parties here in the hotel, have 
their club dinners, and dance afterward 
to a terrible five-piece orchestra playing 

what? “Sweet Sue,” “Body and 
Soul,” ““Why Do I Love You?” 

“I'd like to see a telephone directory,” 
she told the smiling, obviously admiring 
cerk, 

First she sent a wire to Edward 
Barnes, saying that she would be late for 
their appointment, and then she 
searched quickly for the names: Sam 
Harlow, Roger Drake, Jim Turner. 
Sam’s name was listed twice—once as 
owner of a clothing store. But there was 
no Roger Drake, no Jim Turner listed 
anywhere, and she felt a little pang of 
disappointment shoot through her. 

Now that she had 
made her plans it 
seemed unkind of 


Any one of the TOKENS fate not to comply 
other three boys, she AM with her wishes. But 


thought now, would 
have made a better 
husband than Dave. 
Dave never really 
considered her hap- 
piness at all, He 
objected to every- 
thing she wanted 

even the house they 
lived in, her circle 
of friends, the chil- 
dren’s activities, 


What if she had 


By PAULINE HAVARD 


I tucked the richness of the day 
Into Memory’s pocket; 

Folded a few strands of sun 
Into my heart's bright locket. 


For oh, I knew small things like these 
Stay brighter, and last longer 

Than many a proud possession, since 
Their wearing powers are stronger. 


of course she could 
see Sam anyway. 
Sam had always 
been the most out- 
standing boy in 
school—*The Most 
Likely to Succeed.” 

Outside again she 
felt a resurging of 
excitement — as if 
she were on the very 
verge of adventure, 
as if something won- 


married one of the While tokens like a cricket's chirp, derful and new were 
other boys instead? The rainbow in a feather, going to happen. 

What if she had Defy the sea mist and the damp The clothing store 
spent 15 years as Of Time’s corroding weather! was on a side street, 


Mrs. Sam Harlow? 

The thought made 
her suddenly feel 
very young again, vivacious, full of life. 
She felt like a girl again, when she and 
Ethel and Janey used to spend nights 
together—lying awake until all hours 
and talking seriously about “What 
would you do if you had a million 
dollars?” “If you could marry anybody 
in the world you wanted to marry, who 
would you marry? The Prince of Wales? 
Or John Gilbert?” 

The thoughts amused her, sent a 
delicious little sense of expectancy 
through her. I'll find out, she told her- 
self. I’ll see what has happened to Sam. 
And Roger, and Jim. I'll see what my 
life would have been like! 

‘ 


SHE DROVE from Main Street over 
to Maple and turned in at the Easterton 
Hotel—enlarged and redesigned since 
she had been there, but somehow looking 
just the same. Though there was no 
longer a wide veranda with wicker- 
bottomed chairs, but merely stone steps 
leading up to a glass-enclosed lobby, 
somehow it looked the same as always. 
Just as a middle-aged woman with too 
much paint and powder still looks 
middle-aged, she thought irrelevantly. 


but very neat, very 

polished. ‘‘Sam 

Harlow. Women’s 
Apparel,” read the sign over the door- 
way. She paused a moment and stood 
looking in. It was a small shop and 
seemed empty at first—perhaps business 
was always slack at this time of day. 
And then she saw a girl on the far side. 
She was a plump, rather pretty, cheerful- 
looking girl in a blue cotton dress, and 
she was taking boxes from shelves and 
wiping them free of dust and putting 
them back again. 

Amy went in, conscious of her smart- 
ness and poise in contrast with the 
young girl, who for all her freshness and 
youth looked awkward. 

“Good morning,” said Amy, smiling. 
“Is Mr. Harlow in?” 

The girl turned quickly, cloth in 
hand, and smiled. “‘No,” she said. Her 
voice was eager, with the lilt of expec- 
tancy that the very young have for life. 
“He’s out for the moment.” She looked 
admiringly at Amy’s clothes, her hat, 
her hand-sewn gloves. “But he’ll be 
back soon. May I help you?” 

“No, thank you,” said Amy, feeling 
a little disconcerted at the girl’s open 
admiration. ‘‘Are you Mr. Harlow’s 
daughter?” 





BROADCLOTHS 
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HERE IS THE GREATEST MATTRESS EVER MADE 


Sie 


Way Sagless 


developed onother great comfort product. 
: it's a great new mattress. 
It's the Way Sagless “400”. 
The Way Sagless "400" Mattress makes a 
mood for sleep. It is dreamlined for comfort 
and built of the finest materials. 


Skilled craftsmen fashion your perfect mattress. 





SPRING COMPANY LIMITED 
TORONTO, CANADA 


prevent 
chapping 
and to 
soften 
dry hands 





The "400"—$59.50 
Two cozy companions also available— 


The "300"—$49.50 
The "200"—$39.50 


MATCHING BOR SPRINGS ALSO AVAILABLE 


Slightly higher—Eastern and Western Canada 


No girl or woman has ever 
been disappointed with Cam- 
pana’s Italian Balm because 
nothing you can use is more 
effective for keeping hands 
soft, smooth and lovely 


looking. 


Use this fine, 


richer, more concentrated 
lotion for yourself and the 
family. A few drops daily 
will keep hands free from, 
roughness, redness and 
chapping. Good for el- 


bows and legs too. 
Four sizes: 
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“Yes, ma’am, I’m Peggy Harlow,’ 
said the girl. She went over the same 
box again and again with the cloth, “I 
work here on Saturdays and after 
school.” 

“Tl see,” said Amy. She touched a 
box of colored handkerchiefs on the 
counter lightly with her gloved finger 
tip, at a loss for something else to say, 
almost wishing she hadn’t come. This 
was all so silly, anyway. What in the 
world did she think she was doing? What 
would she say to Sam? That she just 
dropped by to see what she had missed 
by not marrying him 15 years ago? 

A customer came in then, and Amy 
turned, relieved, and began wandering 
about the store. She would leave in a 
few minutes, she’d go back to the hotel 
and get the car and go on to meet 
Edward Barnes as she had planned. 

But the door opened, and it was Sam. 
She would have known him instantly, 
anywhere, although in a way he didn’t 
look the same at all, really. He was 
vetting bald for one 
thing, and he wore 
glasses now, and 
there was a tight- 
ness about his 


Storm Warning 


lunch?” said Sarah, and then she cast a 
sudden little questioning glance at 
Sam. Why, she’s afraid of him, Amy 
thought. She’s afraid to do anything 
without first consulting him. = Thx 
thought startled her, angered her a litt 

it made her want to do something 
brisk, decisive. 

‘“*Nonsense,” said Amy, “this is my 
party. I'll take you out to lunch 
Peggy, too.” 

“Still the Managing Amy, aren't 
you?” said Sam. He was smiling, but 
Amy found herself flushing a little. Was 
she managing— bossy? Well, if she was, 
she had to be; Dave had so little initia- 
tive. Sam drummed lightly on the 
counter with his fingers. “‘We have so 
much work to do today, invoicing and 
all, that I don’t believe we really shouid 
take time out for lunch, all three of us 
at once. But why don’t you and Sarah 
have a visit? And then, Sarah, you 
might go by the Jameses and deliver 
that new hat of Mrs. James. Peggy and 
I'll take care of the 
store until you get 
bac Ag 

Sarah’s eyes 
brightened like a 


mouth that she had By H. D. J. child who has been 
forgotten. And the told she could play 
woman with hun? "The wind bloweth where it listeth.” for a_ while, Amy 


She looked familiar, Aye, indeed 


too, In a neat prim 

wav. Who was she? 

The girl, Peggy, 
i 


had finished with 


And did you see it come 

Screaming hatred from the North. 

Scrambling clouds like beasts along 
a bitter winter sky? 


Rheumatic trees, large knuckles stiff 


thought. —** Fine, 
she said and smiled 
at Amy a little shy- 
ly, “I'd like a visit.” 

Amy felt a litth 


the customer and ite cold. annoyed as they left 
she went over now Flex anguished joints and writhe in the store, Sarah 
to Sam and _ said pain, carrying the hatbox 


something, and Sam 
turned toward Amy, seams 
a polite little smile 
on his face that 
meant he was a 

forms 
shopkeeper and she 


the storm. 
They meet 


was a customer, and 
he was quite sure 
they could do busi- 
ness together. 

But the woman 
said something to 


their bones. 


Sam as she put her 

| Hell 
bundles down on the 
counter, and Sam 
frowned a little as 


he came over, look- 


And whither goest thou, O Wind? 


Tortured with the blast. 
Last Monday's wash cracks frozen 


And semaphores distress. 

Along the sleet-swept streets dim 
Head-bent in misery, struqqle through 
They pass . . tight- 


lipped and silent, 
Their genial greetings frost-bound in 


Whence cometh thou, O Wind? 
From what hate-ridden cave of frigid 


Do you claim parentage? 
On what breast of bitterness did you But she needn't 
Suckle strength and scorn of man? 


Sam and Peggy 
both busy again 
with customers who 
had come in, She 
and Sarah had been 
friends when they 
were girls, but never 
intimately so, and 
now they had so 
littke in) common. 
What in the world 
could she talk about 
to Sarah Harlow, 
anyway? 


have worried, really, 
for when they were 


ing at Amy morc To tortured land, or tumult of the seated in the drug- 
intently, seas? store, at one ol 
Or will you beat your heart those dingy little 


AMY forced herself 


scale its peak 


to smile as she went wy Aieae tata 


forward, to make despised? 


her voice cheerful, 

gay. “Hello, Sam,” 

she said, holding out her hand. “And 
Sarah.”” How lucky that the mind can 
sometimes drag up names to the surface 
when they are most needed. “Do you 
remember me, Amy Driscoll?” 

“Why, Amy!” said Sam. He took 
her hand and he Id it. Hy smiled she 
had forgotten that Sam smiled only 
with his lips, never his eyes. “How nice 
to see you. It’s been a long time.” Did 
she just imagine that there was a shadc 
of disapprovel in his voice? 

Having forced the smile, Amy kept it 
on determinedly, asking and answering 
questions brightly, but she wished 
acutely that she hadn’t come. It is 
always a mistake, she thought, to come 
back to old towns, old friends. It’s 
never the same; everybody is always a 
little embarrassed, 


“Won't you let us take you out to 


Against some mountain craq and 


booths that always 
seem too small and 
too damp, Sarah did 
all the talking. And 
her talk, of all 
things, was about Dave! How was 
Dave getting along now? He was still 
teaching in the boys’ school, wasn’t he? 


on a_e world 


Science? She had read some of his 
published papers, Dave was a fine 
person. Some of the boys here in 
Easteron had gone to the school and had 
him as a teacher. Amy must be very 
proud of him, 

“Why, yes 

But Sarah had gone on. About 
Dave’s many talents. Did he still like 
to sing? And paint? Remember the 
nice water colors he used to do when 
they were in school? The paintings he 
had done of Shady Creek? The school 
still had them on the wall in the art 
room, Did the boys—Amy and Dave’s 
two boys—take after Dave? They 
were 12 and 14 now, weren’t they? 
Peggy was a wonderful comfort to her 


* said Amy, 
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and Sam, they felt so close to her. It 
must be marvellous having two sons. 

Finally Amy began to be a little 
amused—Sarah had not asked one word 
about her life. It was all Dave—Dave’s 
work, Dave’s talents, Dave’s children. 

“T’ll tell Dave you asked about him,” 
Amy said, smiling at Sarah. 

““Well”— Sarah flushed a little as she 
looked down at her drink in its cool 
frosted glass—‘‘I’ve always admired 
Dave.” She glanced up at Amy and 
then down again. ‘Dave was always 
such a wonderful person. He was always 
so understanding, so generous.” 

“Really?” said Amy dryly. 

“Well said Sarah, “I guess I'd 
better be going. The hat”— she stood 
up awkwardly—‘‘it’s been nice seeing 
you, Amy. You and Dave must come 
back on a visit sometime and bring the 
boys.” 

“We will,” said Amy. “Thank you.” 
What else did you say to strangers? 
No, thank you, I’m divorcing my hus- 
band, and we won’t be coming back? 
And I’m afraid my sons would be as 
bored as | am by such a small town? 

“I guess you know,” said Sarah, and 
she looked down at the hatbox and 
turned it uncertainly in her hands, 
“that I—well, 1 used to be pretty 
envious of you. About Dave, | mean.” 

“Well said Amy, surprised, and 
then she saw it would be kinder if she 
pretended she had known that Sarah, 
shy awkward Sarah, had been in love 
with Dave! 

“But, anyway”— Sarah smiled at 
Amy brightly and held out her hand 
“it’s been awfully nice seeing you, 
Amy.” She stood a moment longer and 
then, still smiling brightly and clutching 
her hatbox, went out of the drugstore. 

Well, of all things, thought Amy as 
she picked up her purse and gloves, 
Dave must have been quite the charmer 
in those days! And somehow she felt a 
little angry, she didn’t know why, but 
it seemed somehow deceitful of Dave- 
that she hadn’t known that Sarah 
{larlow had been in love with him. 


SHE WENT outside on the street 
again and turned back toward the hotel. 
anxious to get away now. Raking over 
the past was like turning over dead 
ashes, she thought, in the hopes of 
finding something of value. 

She paused a moment at the corner to 
wait for the traflic and found herself 
looking again at the big black limousine 
that had swept past her so hurriedly as 
she was coming into town. The chauffeur 
looked very haughty, very bored with 
the world, but the man in the back seat, 
the heavy tlorid-faced man in the grey 
suit was staring at her interestedly. His 
eyes were pale blue, and even as the car 
passed she could see that he 
expensive clothes, that he was evidently 
a person of affluence. 

And then, in the split second of the 
car’s passing, she knew who he was. 
Roger Drake! Roger Drake, the grocer’s 
son, She turned automatically and 
looked after him and found that he had 
leaned over a little and was staring at 
her too, and then the car was pulling up 
to the curb, and Roger Drake—50 
pounds heavier and $500 dressier 
coming toward her. 

“Amy!” he called. “Amy Driscoll.” 

Being greeted by Roger was almost 
the same as being greeted by an affec- 
tionate bear. He all but put his arms 
about her. and even though she drew 


wore 


was 


away from him, she had the distinct 
impression of being kissed by those full 
moist lips. She had forgotten how all 
the girls used to laugh at Roger’s 
amorousness, 

“Well, well, if it isn’t little Amy 
Driscoll,” he said heartily ‘Don’t tell 
me you're living in Easterton again! 
Say, come on and have lunch with me.” 
He guided her to the car, his hold on her 
arm as forcibly propelling as an out- 
board motor, “Gosh, you’re looking 
great, Amy. Not a day older.” 

She climbed into the car and sank 
down into the luxurious cushions. The 
chauffeur closed the door after them and 
got back into his seat impassively. 

“The hotel,” said Roger. “Gosh, 
what have you been doing all these 
years, Baby?” He took her hand and 
held it, rubbing his thumb against her 
wrist. “Still a glamour girl, I see. 
Honest, you’re prettier than all those 
Hollywood stars. Yes, sir.”” He turned 
her hand over and looked at it. “Don’t 
tell me that Dave can’t buy you jewels 
why, you ought to be wearing a peck of 
diamonds.” 

“I don’t need jewels,” said Amy. She 
felt prim, disapproving. She attempted 
to remove her hand, but without a 
struggle it seemed best to let it lie in that 
massive, white, manicured paw of 
Roger’s. “And how haye you been. 
Roger? Did you inherit a dozen oil 
wells?” 

He guffawed loudly. “Same old Amy. 
Always the life of the party. Yes, sir, 
Remember what fun we used to have?” 
He settled back in the seat and drew her 
a little closer “No. sir, no oil wells for 
me. | got this out of the war Oh, now, 
don’t look so smart—it was ail very 
legitimate I really worked during the 
war. Yes, sir, | really worked. I was just 
lucky enough to be in a good business. 
Gor a big building contract now right 
here in Easterton, and | back 
couple times a month to check it. Tell 
me, Amy, you still married to Dave?” 


come 


She shot him a quick look of suspicion. 
Why, she thought wildly, did he ask 
that question Surely, he hadn't heard 
anything! 

*Yes,” she said. and moiscened her 
lips nervously. “And you, Roger. Where 
is Betsy?” Betsy had always been che 
prettiest, gayest blonde in high school. 
The May Queen—-the first to sing a new 
song—to wear a new style. Everybody 
had thought Roger Drake was surely a 
lucky boy to get Betsy. Now, it seemed 
that Betsy was the lucky one. That is, 
if Betsy counted luck by the dollar signs. 

“Oh, Betsy and | broke up years ago,” 
said Roger easily. “I haven't seen he: 
in five or six years. She took the two 
kids and went out to California. Said | 
wasn’t a good intluence on them.” 

Oh, * said Amy, and then added a 
little hefplessly. “*lm sorry. 1 always 
thought you and Betsy were a_ nic 
couple.” 

‘Are you kidding?” he said. “You 
know I never had a chance with fer until 
after you got married,” 

She stared at him, uncomprehending, 
his words meaningless, 


THE CAR stopped in front of the hotel, 
and Roger got out gallantly, pufting juse 
a little, and helped he: out. In the 
dining room it was easy to see thar 
everybody was in awe of Roger Drak« 
and his money. And that Roger enjoyed 
it. He started immediately giving orders 

the table should be moved nearer the 
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JUST “‘PECKS”’... NOW? 


A. This wife may be losing romance from her marriage because 
of faulty feminine hygiene habits. 


Q. Faulty feminine hygiene? Can this affect married happiness ? 


A. Yes—because the charm of complete feminine daintiness is 
assured only by effective douching. For this, many doctors 
recommend efficient, dependable “Lysol” brand disinfectant. 


Q. How does “Lysol” compare with other disinfectants for dependability? 


A. Unlike some other, weaker antiseptics, “Lysol” is a proved 
germ and odour killer which remains effective in the presence 


of organic matter. 


Q. What about salt, soda... other homemade douching solutions on 


which some women rely? 


A. These weak cleansing makeshifts are neither antiseptic nor 
germicidal—can never compare with reliable “Lysol”. 


MAKE “LYSOL” your safeguard of intimate daintiness and charm — 


so important to married happiness. Always use “Lysol” in the douche. 


Check these facts with your doctor 


Many doctors recommend 
“Lysol” brand disinfectant for 
Feminine Hygiene. Non- 
caustic, “Lysol” is non-injurious 
to delicate membrane. Its 
clean, antiseptic odour quickly 
disoppecrs. Highly 
centrated “Lysol” is economi- 
cal in solution, Follow easy 
directions for correct douching 
solution. 


con- 
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Brand Disinfectant 


Every time 


was 









wuy 4 out oF 5 PREFER“ LYSOL"! 


It’s safe. For over 50 years “Lysol” has 
had the acceptance of the medical pro- 
fession...and of mothers and house- 
wives, too. It's the standard ant'septic in 
modern hospitals throughout the world. 
Its continued leadership is based upon 
the confidence of the most prominent 
doctors. No other general antiseptic and 
disinfectant enjoys such absolute trust 
or is so widely recommended. 












FREE BOOKLET! Learn the truth about intimate 
hygiene and its important role in married happiness. 
Mail this coupon to Dept. M.H., Lehn & Fink (Canada 
Limited, 37 Hanna Avenue, Toronto 3, Ontario, for 
frankly informing FREE booklet in piain envelope 
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CAMELLIA HAND CREAM, 1.75 
ARDENA HAND-O-TONIK 1.25, 2.25 
ARDENA CUTICLE CREAM, 1.75 
FOOLPRUF UNDERCOAT, 1.00 
ARDENA NAIL LACQUER, 1.00 
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touch . . . so keep their beauty in delicate bloom with 


these famous preparations: 


At Smartest Shops in Every Town 


Ol = pet och, fat Vad 


Your hands speak for you... . 


by look and by 






windows, the flowers changed, the 
menu varied, 

“They enjoy giving extra attention,” 
he said, “and I pay plenty for it. Yes, 
sir. Well, you know, Baby, you and I 
would have made a great team. Yes, 
sir. We're alike, you and me—we 
believe in looking out for A Number 
One, don’t we? Couldn’t persuade you 
to try it now, could 1?” 

Amy sipped her glass of water and 
shook her head faintly. How could she 
have forgotten what a lumbering ox 
Roger was? How insensitive? If a mind 
had eyes, Roger’s certainly had been 
born stone blind. 

“Yes, sir,” said Roger. He put his 
hand out on hers and held it pinioned to 
the table until her ring hurt her. “All 
my life I’ve been looking for a litth 
companion. And there’s been only one, 
Amy. Only you.” 

Nonsense, she wanted to say briskly. 
Don’t tell me that with the money you 
have, you haven’t bought up a dozen 
wonderful little companions. But she 
only said, “You've never married again 
then?” 

“Not me,” he said. “‘But’”—and he 
pressed her hand _ significantly—“*you 
know we could fix everybody up yet if 
you'd divorce Dave.” 

She stared at him blankly. 
everybody?” 

“Sure,” he said. “Betsy and Dave. 
She’s always been nuts about him. 


“ 


Fix 


Wouldn’t give me the go-signal until he 
married you. She'd grab a chance to get 
him even yet. What d’you say? You 
can’t tell me you’re happy with that 
goody-goody. I bet you don’t even have 
your own car.” 

It made her a little sick, somehow, 
this blundering pompous man talking 
about her private affairs. 

“I don’t need a car of my own,” she 
said. You can take the bus, Dave, she 
always said when she wanted the car. 
The bus goes so near the school . 
But Betsy—why, Dave never even 
looked at Betsy! Or Betsy at Dave! 
Betsy was sparkling, gay, vivacious, 
and Dave was always so—well, not 
goody-goody, but good! 

“Like the idea, Baby a Roger 
hitched his chair a little toward her, 
his lips, moist, full, parted slightly. 
* Just two old SC lish he els toget he I Wwe 
could do quite a bit of kicking up—eh? 
Let Dave and Betsy have the kids.” 

She drew back, staring at him, almost 
physically nauseated. 

And suddenly she could sit there no 
longer and look at this cheap blundering 
fool with his money and his eager eyes 
and his indecent suggestions. She stood 
up, feeling herself trembling, her very 
flesh cringing with hatred and shame. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. “You'll have 
to excuse me. | must go.” 

She left quickly, going out of the 
dining room, the lobby, the hotel with 
steps that were almost running, knowing 
that she was leaving him flushed with 
anger—the anger of being publicly 
scorned. She wanted now only to get 
away, to leave this horrible little town 
with its tawdriness and unhappy mem- 
ories. But, dismayed, she saw that the 
front tire of the car was down, and she 
remembered that Dave had told her 
about the tire, had said that she should 
stop perhaps and have it checked. She 
felt herself directing her anger now 
against Dave, against all men. Dave 
should have seen about the tire himself. 

She went quickly around the corner 


to the hotel garage, feeling momentary 


relief in being able to do something, 
be active. 

They couldn’t get to her car for a fi 
minutes they said courteously, perha; 
half an hour, perhaps longer. Would s! 
care to wait? 

“No,” she said, feeling an impatienc 
within her, a deep dissatisfaction wit 
herself, with the day, the world. “Ca 
you tell me if there is a Jim Turner 
in town? He isn’t listed in the telephon 
directory.” Surely there would be on 
man who would not insult her—whos« 
wife had not been in love with Dave 
Driscoll! 

“Jim Turner?” The garage mechanic 
looked at her, wrinkling his forehead as 
he tried to think. “Is he an odd-job 
man out on Acorn Road?” 

“I really don’t know,” Amy said 
impatiently. “I used to know a James 
Turner here 15 years ago.” 

“Hey, Bill!” the man turned to call to 
another mechanic whose oil-stained, 
coveralled legs extended from beneath a 
car. “Don’t Jim Turner live out on 
Acorn?” 

“Corner Acorn and Wood,” came the 
muffled reply. 

“Thank you,” said Amy. She turned 
hurriedly, not wanting to go back to the 
hotel, for fear of seeing Roger, and yet 
not wanting to stay standing here in the 
garage either. Out on the street she 
impulsively flagged a taxi going by and 
gave him the address. Since she had 
gone this far, seeing Sam and Roger 
she might as well see Jim, too, she 
thought grimly. Certainly she couldn’t 
do anything else to make her day more 
confused, 


AS SOON as she came to the place she 
was sorry, and she wished fervently she 
hadn’t come . that she could tell the taxi 
to drive on. But the taxi had driven up 
into the driveway, and even as she 
leaned forward a man sitting on the 
porch steps of the shabby yellow frame 
house looked up enquiringly and then 
stood up and came over. It was Jim. 
Jim Turner. 

She took a deep breath and forced 
herself to smile as she got out of the 
taxi. “Hello, Jim,” she said, smiling. 
“Remember me?” 

He was the same genial, pleasant- 
faced, curlyehaired Jim-—of the three 
men, only Jim apparently had not 
changed at all. His smile was just as 
warm and sweet and charming as ever. 
If he had on a_ high-school football 
sweater instead of the faded blue shirt 
he would look just the same, she 
thought, as 15 years ago. 

“Gol-ly,” he said heartily as he came 
up to her. “If it isn’t Amy Driscoll! 
Gosh, it’s good to see you. Wait until I 
tell Helen. You remember Helen, don’t 
you? Helen Farris, that was? We 
married the year after you and Dave. 
Oh, Helen!” He turned to call toward 
the house. “Come on out and see who’s 
here!” He looked at Amy and smiled 
again. “Come on in,” he said heartily; 
“now, don’t say you're not going to stay 
and visit a while.” 

There was nothing to do but to go in, 
but in spite of his obvious delight in 
seeing her, of his not having changed at 
all, of his still being the same sweet 
pleasant Jim, she felt a little ill at ease. 
She and Helen Farris had never been 
particularly friendly—Helen had been a 
serious, studious, rather plain girl. Amy 

# Continued on page 48 
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A two-toned beret has its gold 
section draped, sweeping high, 
the black part narrowing in 
close down. Clever stretching- 
up tactics for the not-tall, 


Little on the Dumpy Side? 


by Evelyn Kelly, rasnion Editor 


Garments and accessories courtesy T. Eaton Company Ltd. 


AIT a minute now. Who said 

you're fat? Or called you chubby 

. . or even “little dumpling’’? 

There’s a nice, comfortable 

difference . . . inches and pounds 

ofit . . . between being fat and curving 
just a little on the dumpy side. 

You say you hate the word “short” 
because it’s a reminder that you, in your 
stocking feet, look as though your 
growing stopped too soon? And your 
mirror says that the lyricist who did 
a song about a girl of five-foot-two was 
not referring to you? 

Short, to you, means: short neck, 
unswanlike . . . short waist, not hand- 
span size .. . legs too short from the 
knee down. You think, despairingly, 
you’re the original Problem Girl so far 
as clothes are concerned. 

Cheer up and look around. Analyze 
a smart-looking, well-turned-out woman 
about your size. 

“Look at the money she spends,” 
you’re protesting. 

True, money goes a long way. But 
it isn’t the amount a woman spends 
. .. it’s how she spends it that turns 
envious admiring glances in her direc- 
tion. Money doesn’t buy good taste. 

For suddenly we all have to use good 


taste in selecting more carefully from 
these new, surprising fashions. When we 
had so little choice, seasons back, we 
took what we could get. Not now. 
Everything’s different. Longer. Slim 
suave lines. Or bias skirts falling down 
to wide flowing hems. High necks ... 
eye-raising decolletés . 

Your whole strategy should be sim- 
plicity. Aimed at slimming, lengthening 
styles . . . foxy know-how in dress 
terials. Heavy, bulk woollens are not 
as kind to stocky gals as are fine, light- 
weight goods. Shiny fabric draws at- 
tention to every bulge or curve 
so though you may love satin, better 
use itin small bits . . . ina vestee . . 
as cuffs . . . or to banda neckline. O: 
more generously on a hat, 

You know that loud checks and plaids 
are very, very trying—for you. Used, 


Note the restraint of diagonal 
drapery in this gracefully simple 
dinner dress, smooth aqua rayon 
crepe. There’s just the slightest 
frosting of minute sequins scatter- 
ed above bodice drapery and 
well below fullness in the skirt. 
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YOU CANT AFFORD 
To Be Without This Book! 


IN AN EMERGENCY 
IT MAY WELL SAVE A LIFE! 


Suppose illness or accident were to strike suddenly in your home — would 
you know what to do until the doctor arrives? If your child complained of 
pains in the side, would you dose him with medicine? What would you do 
if a member of your family inadvertently took the wrong pills and you 
suddenly realized they were poison? 


Never before has it been so vitally necessary that every home should possess an 
absolutely reliable medical reference book that tells you exactly what to do in 
an emergency . . a book that discards professional wording and presents the 
facts in clear, easy-to-understand language. You can never tell when you may 
be called upon to handle an emergency yourself — without any help until the 
doctor arrives.. Let this wonderful bock assist and advise you. At the unusually low 
price of only $2.50 postpaid, it should be in every Canadian home. Countless 
homes have already purchased this book and every mai! brings testimonials to 
its value. Mr. F. M. of Montreal, says: “Am delighted with EVERYBODY'S 
FAMILY DOCTOR. I can say without any hesitation that it is everything it is 
advertised to be. Definitely a BARGAIN.” A Canadian medical authority com- 
ments, “EVERYBODY'S FAMILY DOCTOR is modern and quite reliable.” 


KNOW YOUR BODY — BE HAPPY! 


See how your body is matie—what makes it work—where warning pains 
occur. Your copy of EVERYBODY'S FAMILY DOCTOR wil! bring you twe 
full-color body charts which explain the intricacies of the human body. By 
consulting this book you will be able to recognize and understand warning 
symptoms . where ignorance might cause delay and aggravate the 
complaint. Special attention is given to the proper first-aid treatment to 
render in emergencies 


The man or woman whe has been married for years, the single man or 
woman, the newly-married, the adolescent and middile-aged—all will find 
in the pages of this marvellous book full and frank advice on their own 
problems of Health and Hygiene. 


576 PAGES 2500 SUBJECTS 


This is a BIG Beek, size 84” x 544”, bound LOOK at just a few ef the thousands of sub- 
in rich mareen, pebbie-grained beck cleth. jects this grand beok deals with—all arranged 
embessed with real geld. in alphabetical sequence with eress-references 
it brings yeu sceres of photographs. drawings te related subjects: Persenal Hygiene — 
and charts. Special menechrome pilates ex- First Aid—Cuts and Wounds—Peisoninge— 
plain the Ear and Eye. The Grain. the Nese Shock—F ainting—Headaches—Colds— Ailing 
and Threat. The Muscular System, The Heart Children—Pregnancy—Appendicitis— Failing 
and Lungs, The Digestive System, ete. ete. Hair—Rheumatism, ete. ete. 


DO THIS NOW—Fill in handy order form and label below. Don't 
delay — get this valuable medical reference book today! 
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Delivered 


This suit is proportioned 
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HOME BOOK SERVICE 
218 Dundas Street W., 
TORONTO 2, Ontario. 


Rush me ...... saliethsbaien copies of the 
wonderful book EVERYBODY'S FAMILY 
DOCTOR at $2.50 per copy postpaid. If I 
am not entirely satisfied I may return book 
within 5 days in good condition and post- 
paid for full refund. 





Do Not Detach Label From Coupon 


BOOK WITH CARE 


From HOME BOOK SERVICE 


Offer Good for Canada 
and Newfoundiand 


Valued at 


$5.00 
by publishers 





210 Dundas Street West, 
TORONTO 2, Ontarie 


(Print full same and address belew for prompt 
delivery) 








Five-foot-two and feeling like fashion’s for- 
gotten woman? True, extremes in style, 
conspicuous colors and accessories are not 
for you. But never let it be said that a short 
stocky figure can’t look very, very smart. 
Here are some of the new ways and means 


that is, as entire dress or suit. Let them brighten a hat for you, 
or a bodice front. 

Too, right at your starting point is your care with color. 
Which does not mean you must live in black or navy. Softer 
rather than bright is your choice. And there’s good news for 
you in color forecasts . . . the lovely subdued Victorian shades 

. rich, ladylike and restrained. Accent on good taste. Crave 
red? Try it in rich dark tones. Satisfy your yen for vivid shades 
in trimmings, preferably a hat or scarf. Your whole effect .. . 
dress ... gloves... shoes .. stockings... purse... can 
be a well-chosen background for a knockout of a hat. Feathers, 
flowers, metallics, so long as they sweep up and away from you 
can transform you so dramatically that you'll hardly recogniz 
yourself. And they’re all good this season. 


BECAUSE you're five-feet-five or under, you won't ever be 
cajoled or coaxed into things that are jeune fille or cute... 
(horrible word!). Frills, doodads are out. Uncluttered clothes 
are your everything. 

Yes, you can wear suits. So long as they don’t cut you off 
abruptly at the thickest part of your hips, or weigh you down in 
braid and buttons and gilt and other stuff that’s been added. 
You can always wear straight-cut skirts, plain jackets with un- 
broken lines. But here’s something that will surprise you. If yours 
is one of those wide, cushiony-hipped figures with a very narrow 
waist, you may look really devastating in these new suits with 
bias-cut skirts and figure-fitting jackets. Provided you get your- 
self into a girdle that means business. Wouldn’t have believed 
it if we hadn’t seen it ourselves. You see, the flaring hemline draws 
attention to the nipped-in waist and somehow you don’t get 
around to noticing the hip measurements. If you do, you just 
surmise they're fashionably padded. Who knows? 

Contrasting jackets and skirts aren’t good. Whittle you 
down. Better to kec p your color hat-high. 

Full peplums and bustles can make you look like a teacosy. 
But diagonally cut, longish peplums draped and falling vertically 
over a narrow skirt give you height, and are slenderizing. A 
tunic is cruel . . . in daytime lengths. But, as a long overskirt 
in dinner or formal frocks, the effect is pleasantly slick. 

If you're really short don’t please don’t. . break that 
color line between your dress and shoes. We mean bright-colored 
stockings. Rather make your hosiery blend these two together. 
Especially if your legs are thickish, shortish. Light shoes, except 


ne 


lo give a longer look to 
the shorter, thicker figure. 
Its jacket, a_ cardigan 
type, has a_ one-button 
closing, and a_ narrou 
flange running down 
from the shoulder, slim- 
ming devices! VW ool crepe 
in a@ warm dark red called 
Crimson Leaf,a new shade. 


Opposite page: a frock 
de signed especially for 
the five-foot-five and un- 
der. Its svelte apronlike 
peplum, known as the 
petal drape, falls in ver- 
tical folds over a slim 
skirt which is about 1314 
inches from the floor. 
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Dishes... light laundry ... any household task 


coarsens the delicate beauty of hands. Trushay’s unique 


ip EE a I Es 


beforehand protection guards against this kind of hand 


damage. Special Trushay ingredients form a film over skin 


Blin 


tissues ... hands are shielded even from the effects of hot, 
soapy water. Certainly—use Trushay afterwards, too, like 
any other lotion. Just a few drops of thrifty Trushay 


smoothed on hands after your everyday tasks 





completes effective skin-beautifying care. Use 








rrushay also to bring new softness to 


neck, elbows, knees . . . as a fragrant 





‘ all-over body rub, a clinging 
with summer outfits, break you up and pull you down. Example: . oe 
a brown dress looks better with brown shoes than with light 
beige ones. Idea, don’t attract eyes down, down, down! When 
you draw attention to unusual, conspicuous shoes, you do the . 
same thing to unusual legs and ankles. Uf your anatomy in that 
area is very pretty, shapely, you know exactly what to do about it. 

Skirt lengths for you . . . no matter how far they fall for 
others . . shouldn’t go below 13% or 14 inches, or you'll find 
yourself awfully close to the sidewalk. 

Your jewels and handbags should be toned down rather than 
showy. Small clips, pins, worn high up. Pearls were meant for 

© you. But buge purses only for a tall gal. 

; : You’re sighing, because it doesn’t sound like your idea of 
> glamour. 


powder base. Begin 


today to use Trushay. 


Y TRUSHAY 


2 the Beforehand Lation 


sey HES Pi ER As a RA: 


’ Well, after all, what is glamour? Orchids and moonlight 
out-of-this-world evening frocks . . . furs fit for a princess . 
clothes closets full of couturier models? 





: Well, it can be all that of course, but it can also be a simple * Make This Simple Test: Smooth a few drops of Trushay on your hands. Now wash 
2 harmony. Harmony of tones, of details, of lines; and, most them with soap and water ...then dry. Now rub your hands togother . . . feel the 
“te : 


* important of all, harmony with the person and the personality. 
It’s perfectly possible to achieve this, even if you are a little on Product of Bristol-Myers—Made in Canada 
the dumpy side, ‘ 


soft, satiny smoothness that remai.is. Note that Trushay’s fragrance is still there, foo. 
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The Full Skirt: four versions 





2285 Swmptety 2290 


F YOU haven't already discovered the flattery of the new fuller 

skirts you’re in for a pleasant surprise. They’re not intended only 

for the very young, very slim. Dirndl styles or waist-gathered, yes! 
But the skirt that’s bias cut or softly pleated is right for the average 
figure, with no age restrictions. These styles give you four distinctly 
different types of fullness. 


No. 2289 feminizes the classic casual with soft bodice fullness at the 
yoke. Its skirt fullness is done with kick pleats, at front, which can be 
stitched down to the hip area most flattering to you. 


Kindest fullness to a generous-hipped figure is in the flared skirt cut 
on the bias as in No. 2285. A finely tucked vestee and bodice pleated 
front and back make nice balance for the large patch pockets at hips. 


For the slim-hipped, No. 2290 has gathers at either side of centre 
front and back. Its bodice is front-buttoned, its sleeves cuffed in 
harmony with the large Peter Pan collar. 


A nice waist-belittler, No. 2291 has its skirt done with inverted (but 
unpressed) pleats front and back. The front-buttoned bodice does up 


to a high neckline, but may be turned back to form revers. Sleeves and 
cuffs are cut in one. 


For pattern descriptions and details for ordering, see opposite page. 
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Ne’er Met With Elsewhere 


Continued from page 16 


Jean screamed. “Pete Lansing!” She 
fled up the stairs, returning almost 
immediately buttoning on a torn house- 
coat. “You sneak, what do you mean by 
slipping into people’s houses -like a cat 
burglar? Have you become a menace 
to women since | saw you last?” 

“IT always was.” Her former manag- 
ing editor, thin, worn, with a high bald 
head above thick spectacles, gripped her 
hand. “You were just too innocent to 
understand my advances. Lecherous 
Lansing they call me. How’ve you 
been, Jean?” 

“Wonderful.” She sank onto a has- 
sock which leaked a stream of sawdust 
under her. “Are you just calling on me, 
Pete, or have you come to make me 
indecent proposals?” 

“The latter.” Pete sighed. “Jean, 
I’m going nuts. We're short-staffed 
Nick Parsons is stuck in hospital for a 
month, and it would be asinine to hire 
someone else . . .” 

He wanted her, Jean, to come to work 
to hold Nick’s job open. He wanted her 
to come now, today, to do the feature 
stuff she’d ached over years ago when 
“society” was considered a woman’s 
role. 

Like Elaine, he wouldn’t take a flat 
“No.” She admitted that a pay cheque 
would be a beautiful thing. She let 
her eyes yearn over the picture—the 
paste-pot tobacco-smoke smell, — the 
maniac uproar at press time, the restful 
cigarette and gossip after each edi- 
tol. 4% a 

A pay cheque. 

“I'll pay you a salary beyond the 
dreams of Alice, as my recent retired 
feature gal once wrote,” Pete assured 
her. “You can hire somebody to do your 
work here.” 

That ephemeral “somebody!” Not a 
chance of getting anyone. No 
thinking about it. Better go wash. 


use 


PETE DEPARTED, insisting that she 
wait to decide. But there was the door- 
bell—*This house could be a stand-in 
for Fibber McGee’s,” Jean sighed. She 
opened the front door on a fat fragrant 
little cloud of perfume, powder and 
phrases. 

“Aunt Eunice! Well of all the sur- 
prises! I thought you were in Florida.” 

The visitor embraced Jean with the 
tearful affection well 
insulated from family problems. 

“I’m not now. 
horrors! I give you my word, | was 
three weeks getting a reservation on a 
through train. And then I only had a 
lower.” 

“It sounds pretty rugged.” 

Aunt Eunice’s career was the pursuit 


of one who is 


I have gone through 


of perfection, nicely attainable on a 
dead tycoon husband’s insurance. 

“*And the hotels!” 

She settled back with the complacent 
effect of one who has gazed from a 
tumbril on sights too terrifying for 
human endurance. 


Pattern descriptions and details for ordering 


2299—Misses’ and Women’s one-piece dress 
in sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 40, 42, 44. Size 16: 
42 of 35”; 4% of 39”; 4 of 41”. Price 25c. 

2285— Misses’ one-piece dress in sizes 12, 14, 
16, 18, 20. Size 16: 4% of 35”; 4%. of 39” or 41”: 
3% of 54”. Ribbon: % yard of 1%” width. 
Price 25c. 


Jean noted with alarm that she had 
brought along a large piece of striped 
grey and white luggage. Aunt Eunice 
followed Jean’s eyes and sighed again. 

“I checked the heavy pieces through 
to here. Everything I own is in them. 
But there’s enough here for me to rough 
it a few days!” 

A few days! Aunt Eunice’s perman- 
ent home was a hotel 400 miles away. 

“They can’t even promise me my 
regular rooms at home! Filled with 
transients. | thought I’d pop in on you 
fora while...” 

Dear lord, Jean thought prayerfully, I 
can’t do it. Three meals a day—her 
room to keep in order—the kids to keep 
away from her... 

“You're the family I never had,” 
Aunt Eunice’s eyes brimmed. 

“Well, have one on me,” Jean thought 
bitterly, and then was ashamed. When 
Jean’s mother had died leaving her an 
orphan still at college, Aunt Eunice had 
begged her to spend her vacation being 
She had 


escaped from that to spend a month out 


entertained and fussed over. 


here with a college classmate, she had 
got a job on the local paper which 
entranced her so that she had not re- 
turned to school. She had bought a car 
and backed it out of a drive over Robert 
Meredith’s foot, she had spent an awful 
two months visiting him in the hospital 
when they were afraid he would always 
be lame. Then she had made the restitu- 
tion he demanded and married him, and 
they’d been supremely happy. It was 
wicked to begrudge this fussy little 
creature a taste of family joy. 

Deeny was screaming, “Hey, hey, 
hey!” and a patter of naked feet fol- 
lowed by an anguished howl meant that 
Robin was up too. Aunt Eunice’s voice 
merely raised above the clamor and Jean 
had to interrupt. “Could I give you a 
book or a paper to read, Auntie—I 
must get the children up.” But Aunt 
Eunice followed her upstairs. 

“Hi, there,” Robin-greeted. “What 
did you bring me? Where is it?” 

At four, Robin brought out his well- 
separated syllables in a fashion capable 
of no misinterpreting. Beth parroted, 
“Bing me? Where pesent?” much less 
alarmingly. 

Robin’s own greeting dimmed _per- 
ceptibly at the thin excuse that the 
presents were in another bag. “On the 
train,” Aunt Eunice chirped, with no 
scruples against lisping, “A bid, bid 
pattage—man will bwing it.” 

“When?” Robin demanded uncom- 
promisingly, but Sandy arrived and 
hurried upstairs and Deeny’s shouts 
drowned out the rest. Jean pityingly 
watched Sandy stiffening under Aunt 
Eunice’s embrace—you couldn’t hug 
Sandy. 

“They don’t pay any attention to you 
when you ask for things—when | 
explained about my leg and my diet...” 

“What’s the matter with your leg?” 
Robin asked her, dropping to the floor 
and peering at it. “It’s awfully fat, 
isn’t it? They both are.” 

Aunt Eunice, blessedly, did not hear. 

# Continued on page 33 


2200—Misses’ one-piece dress in sizes 12, i4, 
16, 18, 20. Size 16: 3% of 35”; 3% of 39” or 
41”; 2% of 54”. Price 25c. 


2291—-Misses’ one-piece dress in sizes 12, 14, 
16, 18, 20. Size 16: 3% of 35” or 3% of 39” 
lengthwise-striped material. Price 25c. 


Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from your local dealer, or by mail through 
the Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto 2. 
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llelp Yourself 
To Beauty 


Hm are six handy booklets of expert 
advice on a variety of beauty topics 
to help you solve your own particular 
problem. 
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BEAUTIFUL HANDS, No. 15, 5 cents. How 
to keep your hands soft and youthful, and flaw- 
lessly groomed. 


HOW TO CARE FOR YOUR HAIR, No. 16, 
10 cents. Helpful information on all types of 
hair and scalp problems, as well as suggestions 
for home care. 


A LOVELY SKIN, No. 18, 10 cents. How to 
retain or acquire a clear, fine-textured com- 
plexion, and treatment of abnormal conditions 
such as blackheads, acne, etc. 


HOW TO BE FRESH AS A FLOWER, No. 19, 
5 cents. The secret of attaining that basic essen- 
tial in feminine charm — fastidious personal 
daintiness. 


KEEP YOUTH IN YOUR SKIN, No. 21, 5 cents. 
A nightly course of exercise and massage to cor- 
rect sagging down-lines in your face. 


KEEPING IN SHAPE, No. 22, 10 cents. Well- 
balanced non-fattening diets plus a series of exer- 
cises designed to take off unwanted weight. 
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Keeping ° 
ln Shape 





Order from Chatelaine Service Bulletin 
Dept., 481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 


IF YOU FEEL DOPEY, SICK, HEADACHEY WITH 


Constipation 


/ LIKE AR 
JUNIORS — 
THEVRE EXTRA 


NR All-Vegetable Laxa- 
tive Brings Pleasing, 
Prompt Relief 


When constipation troubles you, makes you 
feel tired, irritable and causes loss of appe- 
tite—try NR All-Vegetable Laxative Tab- 
lets. Just take it at night with a full glass of 
water, and it will help rid you of wastes, 
make you feel better and brighter in the 
morning. One big advantage of this All- 
Vegetable remedy is that you can regulate 
the dose so it is right for your needs. If you 




















need only a small amount of laxative, take / LIKE THE 
NR Juniors (one-third dose). If you need REGULAR (R 
more laxative, use the Regular NR Tablets. TABLETS — 


Both are thorough, and compounded to 
produce as near to normal action as possible. 
Regular NR comes in both chocolate coated 
and plain tablets, NR Juniors in chocolate 
coated only. 10c. and 25c. sizes. 


THEV RE 


TAKE NR TONIGHT — 
TOMORROW ALRIGHT 











PF 


32 — Chatelaine, January, 19 





E. T. CORSET 


ensures smarter 
lines fer the 


la eget Oman 


Lityelle™ bra has comfortable 


reinforced straps, offers correct 
support for medium bust (32 - 38) 
or full bust (36 - 44). (Style No. 


5003) 


LaDees 52 front-lacing corset 


combines the beauty of fine 
brocade material with the extra 
control of well-designed boning, 


and elastic inserts. Elastic laces add 


to its comfort. (Style No. 6018). 
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SEND 
TODAY 


ey SEED AND 


NURSERY BOOK 


TO GROW THE BEST PLANT THE BEST 


Send today for your free copy of our 1948 
Seed and Nursery Book. Bigger than ever. 
Describes countless varieties of the newest 
and best Vegetable, Flower and Houseplant 
Seeds; Plants, Shrubs, Fruits, Bulbs etc. 
Don't fail to learn about the majestic new 
race of Giant Flowering Gladiolus, a col- 
chicine development; and the new Cuth- 
bertson Heat and Drought Resistant Sweet 
Peas. Early planning is the secret of garden- 
ing success. Send today 

Those who ordered from “is im 1947 

will receive copy without request.) 
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DOMINION SEED HOUSE 
GEORGETOWN ONT 
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BREAK UP 
CONGESTION- 
CHEST COLDS 


In Bronchial Tract, Nose, Throat! 


At first sign of a cold—rub Musterole 
on chest, throat and back. Musterole 
promptly relieves coughing—it pene- 





trates deep and helps break up the 
congestion, 

Musterole has the advantages of 8 
warming, stimulating mustard plaster 
Just rub it 
! In 3 strengths. 


yet is much easie rt »apply. 


on for fast relief 
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A SPECIAL POP CORN 








+ NO HULLS! 


FOR HOME POPPING 
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Somehow the evening passed, although 
with no washing or ironing done. Some- 
how they were all, at last, in bed. Jean 
dragged downstairs to put cereal on for 
morning, to put diapers to soak, to 
suggest hopefully to Aunt Eunice that 
bed must be calling her after her tiring 
journey. 

Aunt Eunice wouldn’t dream of it, 
she said, she wanted to hear every word 
about Jean and the blessed kiddies, but 
wouldn't listen to a word. Upstairs was 
Jean’s bed, soft, deep, wonderful. 

In desperation, she interrupted Aunt 
Eunice to tell about Pete Lansing’s 
offer. “Of course I couldn’t 7 

“But, Jean! [ll stay. It’s just what 
I’d love. Here | am, just dreading going 
back to my lonesome rooms. Jean, let 
me stay and take care of the kiddies for 
you. I’ve always wanted a family. 
Please let me.” 

“Oh, Aunt Eunice—you haven’t any 
idea, There’s every bit of laundry—all 
the cooking—so many youngsters 

They’d find a laundress, Aunt Eunice 
asserted largely, and anyhow — she 
guessed she could rub out a few panties 
now and then. 

“Oh, Jean,” Aunt Eunice pleaded. 
“Let’s start tomorrow.” 

So they started the next morning. 
Morning, with Jean up an hour carlier, 
with Aunt Eunice clutching an eme 
broidered coolie coat about her, her face 
still bound up in a harness which fright- 
ened Beth into screams. But somehow 
the babies were fed. “Tell Aunt Eunice 
I simply can’t eat eggs,” Sandy ordered 
importantly, and “Tell Aunt Eunice 
what I said to the mailman. No, | 
didn’t mother, that isn’t what I said. | 
said look here manmail—I said man- 
mail, mother I said . . .” 


THE OFFICE was disappointing. Pete 
Lansing waved Jean in with a shout of 
welcome, but after the first moment Pete 
was the big boss again, not the com- 
panion of Bob’s that he’d been these 
past years. Jean knew very few of the 
people in the Local Room; there was no 
hubbub of greetings. 

She did not spend the lunch hour 
getting a manicure. She spent it, she 
reflected, getting bawled out. Pete 
roared through the room like a lion, 
“Who turned out this drivel?” 

Jean had lost her ability to distinguish 
between news and publicity handouts, 
she was unaware of the enormous com- 
pression that had become routine during 
the paper scarcity, she had spread some 
hopeful politician’s aspirations over a 
vast space. Pete subsided, but he still 
rumbled. Some idiot had written a great 
feature story about foreign brides too 
... and they wereold stuff a year ago... 

“That,” Jean’s lip shook, “was me 
too,” 

“You'll learn.” Pete sounded not too 
sanguine, “But cut— nothing rates that 
much space.” 

She was demoted to filling in at the 
society desk, where she spent dreary 
hours condensing a mass of handwritten 
items into snippets of typing. Her 
thoughts inevitably sped home. When, 
finally, the day ended, she ran down the 
street to the busy intersection where the 
residential district began. 

To her horror, Robin was waiting 
there for her, At the sight of her, he 
plunged straight into a huddle of home- 
going traflic. Colson, the traflic cop, 
snatched him up and brandished him, as 
Jean, white and gasping, fled to him. 


the officer objected. 
“*We said you could have my job, young 
fellow, but not just yet.” 

“Robbie, you’re never allowed down 
here!’ 

Robin had been laughing heartily. 
Since he’d got a policeman suit for 
Christmas, his taking Mr. Colson’s job 
was a favorite joke. Now his lip thrust 
out and he jerked away from Jean. 

“Let me go. That aunt said I could 
meet you. She said I could do it every 
night. She’s busy, she cut off Beth’s 
hair.” 

“She what?” 

“Well, she had to, Muvver. She gave 
us all-day suckers and Beth put hers 
in her hair—-way in—and she screamed 
and threw up when Aunt tried to comb 
it, so she just whacked Beth’s hair all 
off,” 

Tight-lipped, a bedraggled Aunt 
Eunice faced Jean’s arrival. She was 
hanging onto a small, hideous, shorn 
Beth whose large cropped head stuck 
forlornly up out of a ruffled pinafore. 

“Yes, I see.” Jean received the 
explanation. “J don’t give them candy, 
though, Aunt Eunice. Robbie has an 
allergy.” 

“Don’t tell me about allergies 
Aunt Eunice told Jean instead. ‘The 
strangest case, the doctor said, in all his 


” 


“Here, here,” 


oy 


experience, she always... 

“Deeny!” Jean broke in, screaming. 
The baby was head down in the swing, 
her face crimson, her eyes popping. 
Aunt Eunice was ruffled as Jean righted 
her child, 

“It’s the straps,” Jean explained. 
“You had them crossed. Her weight 
turns her over. There, mother’s lamb— 
where’s Sandy?” 

Sandy had been naughty. She had 
tracked muddy rubbers all through the 
house at lunch time, and when she was 
told to take them off immediately 
Sandy cried and ran upstairs . . « 

Aunt Eunice was dead, she assured 
her niece. She wouldn’t have dinner, 
she’d take some sandwiches and milk 
and go right to bed. 

She took yesterday’s milk from the 
refrigerator and as she had not thought 
about shopping there was nothing for 
the childrer’s supper. Jean had to 
gather them all up and go down to the 
corner for supplies. Comforting Sandy, 
building up her shattered morale, clutch- 
ing a wild Robin, wheeling the small pair 
in a sagging cart with one tire entirely 
gone. 

When they were home, fed and in bed, 
Jean crept up to her own room at last 
but she seemed only to have closed an 
eye when Deeny’s “Hey!” signalled a 
new day. 


THINGS WENT better at the office. 
Pete praised a tiny story that fitted its 
space well, and the society editor, back 
from her day off, took over her own 
department. Jean escaped to a depart- 
ment store for lunch in its elegant and 
expensive tearoom, It was pleasant to 
eat a salad listening to music; to linish a 
bite without gulping. 

Most of the women in here looked like 
Aunt Eunice, Jean thought amusedly, 
That woman over there in the purpk 
suit could be Aunt Eunice. 

It was Aunt Eunice. 

She turned her head as Jean plunged 
over to her, and half rose. 

“Jean! Imagine meeting you. This is 
my good friend Mrs. Dewade, she and | 

# Continued on page 35 
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GIVE YOUR HAIR NEW BEAUTY 


Say goodbye to old-looking, sun-streaked hair— 
use Nestle Colorinse! It.takes years off your age 
with the softer, silkier sheen — the glowing 
highlights . . . the radiant colour Nestle Colorinse 
gives your hair. Yet it is mot a permanent dye, or 
a bleach. There's a shade for every hair colour— 
9 in all... 15¢ and 35¢ at all Beauty Counters. 









Nestle, originators of permanent 
waving, are hair specialists whe 
make Hairlac, Shampoo, Baby Hair 
Treatment and Shampoo Tint. 


Hescle COLORINSE 


“CANADA'S MOST BEAUTIFUL WOMEN CHOOSE NESTLEi”’ 





COLORINSE 





NC47-3A 





* when the 
salesman calls — 


= he would appreciate having you ask to see the 
~~ eredential card that authorizes him to accept your 
subscription. Salesmen selected to represent this 
magazine all carry a credential card. It bears the 
signature of one of the members of the Association 
of Canadian Circulation Executives and a replica of 


the Association seal. 


Your salesman will be glad to show you his 
credential because it tells you he has been selected 
for his qualities of courtesy, ability, and business-like 
procedure. But when busy securing those details that 
will ensure the best possible servicing of your sub- 


scription, he sometimes forgets. 


This Symbol 


Guarantees If you will remind him to show you his credential, 
Your he will thank you for your courtesy. For to see his 
Subscription 


credential, is in your best interests, and his. 


ASSOCIATION CANADIAN 
CIRCULATION EXECUTIVES 
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TIRED EYES LOVE 
EYE-GENE 





Tired, Dull one minute ... Rested, Cleared the next! 


SAFE RELIEF NOW IN SECONDS! 


That's how fast just two drops of safe, gentle 
EYE-GENE act to relieve your eyes tired from glare, 
wind, smoke or overwork. You feel 
its soothing effect in seconds! Use 
EYE-GENE every day. It's 
harmless. Economical, too. 25¢, 
60¢, $1 bottles at Druggists. Try it! 

















New Skin Tightener 


does Wonders! 


Surprise! Delight! Awaits your first trial of 
NEW SAXOLITE ASTRINGENT CREAM! 
It not only gives more youthful appearance 
by temporarily firming, tightening soft skin 
surface but likewise tends to close up pre- 
mature fine lines and wrinkles, subduing 
their prominence! The effect of this skin 
surface tightening is thrilling! This cream 
dries smoothly and evenly, ead an ex- 
cellent powder base, and makes soft skin 
surface of face and neck look and feel 
youthfully firmer! 


Saxolite Astringent Cream 


Sold at Cosmetic Counters Everywhere 






RUNNERLESS 
STRAWBERRY 


BARON SOLEMACHER. Produces the largest ber- 
ries available from seed. This greatly supesior variety 
often flowers in eight weeks from seed. Easily grown; 
has no runners. Produces great quantities of luscious 
fruit throughout the season. Has the delicious flavor 
and aroma of wild strawberries; sprinkle berries with 
sugar a few hours before serving and they almost 
float in juice. A showy pot plant and fine for garden. 
Easily grown. Order direct from this advertisement. 


(pkt. 25¢) (3 pkts. 50¢) postpaid. 


FREE — OUR BIG 1948 SEED AND 
NURSERY BOOK — Bigger than Ever 20W 


DOMINION SEED HOUSE, GEORGETOWN, ONT. 


\ Place for Their Tovs 





A child’s bedroom must often double as a 


playroom, but because many bedrooms are small in 


size it’s difficult to provide storage space in the room 


itself. The problem can be dealt with readily if 
the room has a closet. The sketch at right shows how 
a useful toy chest can be prov ided in the lower 
section of the closet without interfering with clothes 
hanging from the rod above. The only materials 
needed to build such a chest are a few pine, basswood 
or plywood boards 34 tn. thick and a handful of 
finishing nails, paint or stain as you prefer, and some 
¢ 


1 
time and a Iittl 





/ 


A sea-captain’s chest suggests high adventure. This 
design has two compartments, each having a separate 


lid. One section could be assigned to brother. 


Rope 


handles make it possible to carry the chest from room 


to room, or even take in the car if the children go visiting. 


Colored transfers are used to decorate the chest with 


little ships rollicking on the bounding main, 


Stack ’em up. 
solution to the toy storage problem. This combines 
open shelves with bins. The shelves are primarily 
intended for books and small toys. Handles are 
provided for the convenience of the youngsters, who'll 
be delighted with the notion of hauling themselves 
up. The bins, which take the form of steps, house large 
toys and games. The interior can be partitioned in any 
way desired. The treads act as lids. They lift up 
and can be fitted with friction catches to prevent 
accidents to little fingers. This unique storage device 
isn’t hard to construct. It’s especially suitable for the 


corner of a room, and painted in gay colors can be a > 


highly de corative feature, 


You might prefer a “skyscraper” 
I I 


by John Caulfield Smith 


Home Planning Editor 


The problem of what toys to give th: 
children for Christmas becomes, the day afte 
Christmas, the problem of where to store 
the stuff! Here’s a suggestion (left) in the 
form of an open-shelved toy case. 
of this sort can be bought or built in one 
The latter design is 


Cases 


piece, or In sections. 
better because it gives more flexibility of 
arrangement. Though most furniture shops 
sell unpainte d cases of the ty pe sketched, it’s 
, simple matter for the handyman to make 


them, 
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Cleaning the toilet bowl isn’t a 
stoop-and-scrub job any more! Just 
pour in Gillett’s Lye—full strength 
—and flush. Brown stains disappear. 


ny 

‘ Toilet bowl is gleaming white 
> quicker than you can say “Gillett’s 
| is wonderful!” 

4 Make Gillett’s your handy helper 
j for cleaning drains, cleaning greasy 
4 pans—all the dirty household jobs! 
1 Never dissolve lye in hot water. The action 
8 of lye itself heats water. 







PEND Ov 
ndells for protectio4 
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A nurse tells young wives about Ren- 
dells, the dainty, deodosizing sup- 
positories which mean quick and posi- 
tive antiseptic protection. Her directions 
explain the simple, healthful method 
every married woman hopes for,—the 
method to bring new freedom from 
worry, new happiness in marriage. 


{Sse ROSS HB ER 


4 Rendellsare easy to insert—sureinaction 
> ...yet harmiess as purest oils. Get 
™ Rendells from your druggist in compact 
* package of 12—each foil-wrapped...or 
’ send forRendells,and Nurse Drew’sbook. 


| == — SEND THIS COUPON: — — 


( Nurse Drew P.O. Box 1050, 

: Place d’Armes, Montreal, P.Q. 
c; ( OPlease send me copy of the Free Booklet ) 
% “Personal Hygiene’. ) 
{ CI enclose $1.00 for full size carton of Rendells 

3 and Free Booklet, to be mailed, prepaid, in ) 
~( plain wrapper. 


a, NAME.................. , ; } 
>| appress. 
Tle cccconeaveetensasesece sdackaiboesedbibeecendanbbarts sossdapmnee +» D52 } 






FORMULA ° 


were in the same place in California a 

year ago. Imagine, she had a stopover 

here, and she remembered your address 

from my telling her and she called me 
9 

es ars 

“Aunt Eunice,” Jean’s hands were 
clammy, her voice teetering, “what did 
you do about the children?” 

Aunt Eunice’s chins shook. ‘Don’t 
take that tone with me, Jean, as if I 
were a servant. I managed quite all 
right, you'll see. Melisande didn’t want 
to go back to school this afternoon, she’d 
had some sort of squabble. And she had 
a friend, a much older girl, named 
Maude, who said she would help amuse 
the little ones. Sandy said she could 
show her,” 

“Maude Brett? Aunt Eunice, she 
stayed with the children once, and she 
told Robin to put the hose in his mouth 
while she turned it on, and when I got 
home, she was just finishing drowning 
him. He had to have artificial respira- 
tion,” 

She turned her back on Aunt Eunice’s 
pout. A her for 
maddening discussion of her bill. At the 


waitress stopped 


doorway, she ran into a man. 

It was Pete Lansing chortling with 
pleasure at the sight of her. 

“1 was looking for you— Martha said 
you were coming here. Jean, I’ve got a 
feature that’s right up your alley. A 
little kid was run over—trying to be a 
traflic cop, he said. His mother was 
working and left him alone. It’s got the 
makings of a fine juvenile delinquency 
story, a good hot angle 

Jean’s face turned paper white. She 
beat at Pete with frantic hands, pushing 
way. Trying to be a 
traflic cop. “You'll be taking my job 
away from me.” Robin, Robin 

Long afterward, when she could think 
again, she realized that it had not been 
intelligent to run home, sobbing as she 
fled. She should have asked Pete where 
the hurt child had been taken. But she 
knew nothing at the moment but the 
wild need to reach sanctuary, to find 


him out of her 


her brood, to gather them close again 

She reached the intersection. There 
was no traflic cop at all, she had to fight 
her way through cars with screaming 
horns. When she was on the other side 
and something clutched her knees, she 
looked down through the hair that was 
streaming over her wet face. A fright- 
ened little face peered up at her. 

“Muvver—Muvver, don’t look that 
way. I didn’t go out in the streets. | 
waited on the sidewalk.” 

But it was Robin. This was Robin. 
He wasn’t a crushed bundle somewhere, 
that was someone else 

“Muvver, don’t cry, you’ve got to 
home. Sandy and some girl 
named Maude had an awful fight, and 
Sandy hit her with the shovel .. .” 


come 


“TELL HOW I'd have got run over if 
I'd*been helping Mr. Colson,” Robin 
said for the twentieth time, Friday 
evening. He was clawing peanut butter 
out of the jar from which Sandy was 
spreading bread with swift, capable 
strokes. Sandy’s pointed face was 
peaceful, she had been a great help all 
day, her mother had said. 

Already Beth was in bed and Deeny 
was asleep, just because Sandy was such 
a help, Mother had told her. 

“Well,” Jean said, her mind entirely 
detached from her words, “this poor 
little boy had a new policeman suit his 

# Continued on page 48 





GOOD LIGHTING assists concentration and 
is the best safeguard against eyestrain. 
Properly planned lighting will add beauty 
and comfort to your home. 

Whatever your lighting need — always 
buy General Electric Lamps — 


THEY STAY BRIGHTER —LONGER 
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FROM THE INSTITUTE: 


by MARIE HOLMES 


Director, Chatelaine Institute 


EARCH THE world over and we doubt if you 

could find a more delicious, satisfying, yes, and 

colorful, meal than this supper made with 

Canadian foods! It’s gay enough for a party, yet 

so easy to prepare you might serve it any day as 
family fare. You'll notice the dishes are the kind that 
can be adjusted to fit any number of servings, from two 
to 20--or more! You just divide or multiply the 
recipes according to the needs of the occasion. Worth 
noting, too, is the moderate cost of this menu—there’s 
hardly an item in the whole ensemble to prick your 
budget-wise conscience. 

From the sprig of parsley tucked into the coil of 
sausage to the apples that went into the sparkling 
jelly, every one of these good wholesome eatables 
is a native of Canada. 

We pay tribute to the market gardener who supplies 
the vitamin-rich vegetables, varied as to texture and 
color; we praise the conscientious farmer who raises 
livestock so there will be meat for all, like country- 
style pork sausage, rich and nutritious. We give a 
lusty three cheers for the men who tend the orchards 
which each year yield fruits so fine their fame has 
spread abroad. And no typical Canadian meal would 
be complete without some of these. 

Special mention, too, for the miles and miles of 
waving golden grain that makes the flour we sift into 
mixing bowls for super hot breads—in this case cheese 
ring. Speaking of cheese, there’s nothing finer this 
side of paradise than the kind turned out by the 
Canadian dairy industry working hand in hand with 
milk producers. And those potatoes you glimpse op- 
posite wouldn’t be creamy or nearly as nutritious 
without the milk they are cooked in. 

So hats off to Canadian foods. Let’s have supper! 


Country Style Sausage with Corn 


If it’s a party you’re having or a goodly sized family 
gathering, buy the sausage by the yard! But for a 
norma! meal a pound or two will be enough. Better to 
allow one third of a pound for each serving, winter 
appetites being what they are. Coil the length of 
sausage into a round shallow bake dish. Cover it with 
boiling water, then drain off most of the water leav- 
ing just enough to cover the bottom of the dish. Bake 
in a moderate oven (350 deg. F.) for 45 minutes. To 
brown, place under broiler for 3 to 5 minutes. 

Open one, two or three cans of whole kernel corn; 
the amount depends on the number of servings you 
need and one can serves four or five. Put corn into 
saucepan and heat through. Turn into a large shallow 
serving dish (preferably round). Place coil of browned 
sausage on top. Put in warming oven to keep piping 


Country Style Sausage 
with Whole Kernel Corn 


Pan-Creamed Potatoes 


Sealloped Tomatoes 
Pickled Peaches © 


Celery Hearts Carrot Curls 


Cheese Biscuit Ring 
Apple Jelly 


Beverage 


hot until other foods are ready to take to the table. 
Just before serving, garnish ends of sausage with small 


sprigs ol parsle y- 


Pan-Creamed Potatoes 


Cut pre-cooked potatoes into cubes (about 1% to 34 


inches). Potatoes should be just barely tender so they 
will cut into neat cubes. Allow one medium potato for 
each serving. Put potatoes in large deep heavy frying 
pan. Cover with milk. Season with salt and pepper 
and a bit of butter (that’s just for extra flavor, so 
don’t be too generous). Cook potatoes and milk 
together over low heat, stirring occasionally. The dish 
will be ready to serve when the mixture is creamy thick. 
Don’t let it get dry there’s the trick! Serve the 
potatoes in a hot covered dish. Garnish with a few 


shakes of paprika. 


Scalloped Tomatoes 


There are many versions of this one but we like our 
tomatoes unthickened and flavored with onion and 
celery. For cne can of tomatoes use two celery stalks 
and one small onion. Cut up the celery and onion 
fine, as you would for chili sauce. Cook slowly in a 
little bacon fat or butter (one tablespoonful or so) in 
heavy saucepan for five minutes, being careful not 
to let the vegetables get brown. Drain off the very 
thin juice from the tomatoes (you can use this another 
time for gravy or soup). Pour tomatoes into sauce pan 


and cover and simmer for 15 minutes. Add a tea- 
spoonful of sugar and a dash of salt and pepper. One 
can of tomatoes will serve four or five people. 


Pickled Peaches 

They’re just right with sausage, or any pork forthat 
matter! Even if you didn’t “do down” any last fall 
you need not go without now, because they can be 
made from plain canned peaches. Use firm canned 
peaches, halves or slices. Drain off the juice and for 
each cupful of juice add 24 cupful of brown sugar, 
3 tablespoonfuls of vinegar, 1 stick of cinnamon, 6 
whole cloves and a blade of mace. (Tie the spices in a 
square of cheesecloth.) Simmer for 10 minutes. 
Remove from heat, add peaches. Cover and let stand 
overnight, making sure the peaches are immersed in 
the syrup. Save the syrup and keep it in the refri- 
gerator for another batch! 


Cheese Biscuit Ring 
(A Chatelaine Inatitute approved recipe) 
2 Cupfuls of sifted bread flour 
OR 
24% Cupfuls of sifted pastry flour 
3 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
V4 Teaspoonful of curry powder 


9 
+ Tablespoonfuls of shortening 
34 Cupful plus 2 tablespoonfuls of milk 


2¢ Cupful of grated nippy cheese 


Grease a large cookie sheet. Sift the flour, then 
measure, add baking powder, salt and curry powder 
and sift together into mixing bowl. Cut the shortening 
into small pieces. Add to the dry ingredients. Blend 
together until mixture is mealy, using pastry blender 
(or two knives, cutting in with scissorlike motion). 
Make a well in centre of mixture. Gradually add milk, 
stirring lightly with fork. Mix only until soft dough ts 
formed, Turn onto lightly floured bakeboard or pastry 
cloth and knead gently 10 seconds. Gently roll out 
with floured rolling pin or pat out with hand to 4 inch 
thickness to form rectangle. Sprinkle grated cheese 
evenly over rectangle. Roll up like jelly roll. Place on 
greased cookie sheet and join ends to form a circle. 
With floured scissors cut roll in sections about two 
inches apart, cutting from the outside of the ring two- 
thirds of the way toward the centre. Twist each 
slice slightly on its side so that one cut surface is 
toward the cookie sheet. Bake in a very hot oven 
(450 deg. F.) for 15 to 20 minutes. Serve warm with 
apple jelly, strawberry preserves or raspberry jam. 

NOTE: If appetites are hearty, better make double 
this recipe. If you are serving more than six for supper 
we suggest two of the double-size. Remember, folks 
are hungry on snappy winter days! 


The carved habitant figures opposite aré 
shown courtesy Robert Simpson Co 
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EASIER WITH S-: 


JUST DIP the edge 
of this magic pad in 
water. The soap’s 
right there in it. 


|. DIP — 


ie f 
fi —~ 


4 


S. O. S. Mfg. Ce 





NOW RUB—briskly, 
wherever food or 
scorches stick. 
Gently, for polish. 


2. RUB - 


/ 


= SE Awe Ly 
/ 








THEN RINSE—there’s 
your shine! Like new. 
Minutes faster. Other 
handy uses on box. 


3. RINSE — 


> 








of Canada, Lid., Toronto, Ont. 


Out on a Limb 


Continued from page9  « 


become anonymous in time, but a 


would be 


Also, the 


1 living reminder of its donor. 
Inve Id it with rtair 
agonor Could assist V 1ccrtain 


nt on its inst 
' 





2 { I! ] } by 
Best oO! all, it Would be a serious breacn 


ol etiquette for a dog to come calling 
at an establishment which housed a 
cat 


I experienced a pang of sympathy for 
She 


counter-offensive, 


x trving t 
was trying to 


Mx rcedes as | rose, 
devel p a but she 
| > 


couldn’t recapture the ground she had 


lost. I garnered the cubes, 


remaining ice 
said good night, and repaired to my 


apartment to think furiously while 


making potato salad for the morrow. 


from the bus the 


WHEN I desce nded 

next night Squelchy was again saunter- 
ng down the street from the nearby 
publishing house where he puts in the 
conventional number of hours. 

“May I help you with your bundles?” 
he asked, accepting the milk of mag- 
nesia, the lime water, the cod-liver oi!, 
the catnip ball and the brush and comb 
set I dumped on him. Civilized cats, 
contrary to my expectations, seemed to 
need more than a stray mouse or two to 
make their existence bearable. 

The cat itself plaintively 
from the cardboard box in which holes 


mewe d 


had been punched for air-conditioning. 
I tried to tuck the box unobtrusively 
under the far arm, but Squelchy has 
gimlet eyes. “What have you got 
there?” he aske d. 
An inquisitive dog 


to come by sniffing 


chose that moment 
He yelped joyfully 
made the 
told 


field 


threatening feline growl 
“Only a cat,” | 


broken 


and i 
box quiver. 


! ' 
Sgueichy, Goubling for a 


Squelchy registered awe as he ran 
“What will you think 
anything to 


t? Has your new love 


“Wi at if me has? He wants a Siamese 





at ond he'e acing to i *” 

Uhn m A Siamese cat,” said 
> y did you pay for v?”" 
2 chy has a i lor coming t oht to 

D 

““Twentv-live dollars,” I said feebly. 
“A female at tl = 

> hy whistled It had been a 
ure 1 ck t n aiso, to | nd the cat 
so expensive. | had been forced to draw 

e last $10 out of my Thrift Account 
am Iw suld now have to forgo the new 


soa : . 
ick suit I had set my heart on. But it 


se wixsioks it 
to dismiss Squelchy a 
of it. 


he an- 


I atte mpted 


he we uld have none 


im coming up to see her, 


cet 

On the floor of the living room we 

a the ox and drew out the poor 

nb y creature She turned her 

Ss i Diue eyes on US, WI Kiced her 

S kevstone- ed face ina dk cate 
SK ( der the sola, 

She’s I y ( ed,” said Squelchy 

| wd by, fe g suddenly weary 

my exertions. “There's lots more 

I extracted the directions from 

vy handbag. “I have to go out and buy 

ner some ican wel, ind let me sec, 

‘A d chicken and fish bones,’ Oh, 

ere t is. ‘For dinner, raw beel, o1 

cooked mutton, chicken, lamb, codfish, 








“Remind me to lend you my BB gun, 
murmured Squelchy. 
With some nonstarchy vegetable,’ 
I continued, *‘ ‘Suck as cooked aspar 
gus, string beans, carrots. Also a tah! 
spoonful of tomato juice daily,’ ” 

“Let me see,” Squelchy looked oy 
my shoulder. “Have you got a log 
wood with the bark left 


to sharpen her claws?” 


m ior your ¢ 


“Go chop down a tree,” I said wit 
some bitterness. 

Squelchy mumbled on, ~ “Grass 
oats sown in a pot of earth. Or cek 
the way, Sop! 


tops’ ... And by 


have you thought to provide a pan « 
sand?” 


I jammed on my cartwheel hat 
“Don’t scoff, Mr. Squelchy Prentic« 
I'll attend to the whole kit and ka- 
boodle.” 

“Aside from your bad puns,” Squelc! 
said with unaccustomed gentleness, 
“‘are you sure you re not getting out ona 


limb?” 


I DEPARTED without replying and 


went directly to a florist where | 
acquired a pot of grass grown for a blue 
Persian who was unexpectedly on loan 
in the I felt better. When | 


returned with my purchases, however, I 


country. 


was annoyed to find Squelchy still there, 
the cat draped around his neck and 
daintily nibbling hi 
““ 1 , | + e . , 
he s a cross between a monkey and 








is car. 


a kangaroo,” he exclaimed with delight. 
“Don’t get too attached to her. She’s 
not yourn.” 
Squelchy ignored me. “‘She’s made a 
reconnaissance flight from chair top to 
he went .on 


mantel to bookcase, 


enthusiastically. “She helped me open 
all the pac kages. Then she had a slight 
difference of opinion with a piece. of 


” 


tissue paper 


“Grrr,” said the cat reminiscently. 


i 
1 . : : . 

She plopped to the floor, pointed ears 
folded neatly against her small head, 
. . ; . " : a 
back arched and pale beige hair tulle 
out, W iving her iong dark tail she 
lanced to | ae } . 
cganced toward us sideways, ner paws 

! “é ” j 
curved inward. Morowrra, she said 


throatily, giving me a 


“ Morrowrrarow!” 


“She doesn’t mean 1 
Squelchy. He darted forward. The cat 
1 stretched out 





abruptly lopped 


tummy uppermost. “She even scared 


herself,” >queichy interpreted. 


“*Goodness,” | said. ‘*Time is wast- 
ing. I have a dinner guest tonight in 
cast you've forgotten.” 

Squelchy was thoroughly indifferent 


‘I’ve thought of a 
name for her t for Whata- 


goo Siam, Get it? Has a nice O rent il 
>” 


to my probicm, 


Tagoo. Shor 


flavor, don’t you think 


If you had a grain of understanding 


! 


I said with dangerous tr 


self-control, 
“you'd know tha 
now and I'm not a born con Sy 
‘Aren't you going to feed your 
said Squelchy in horror. “Lool 





rive her the roughage st and then 

1 \ 19 
meat, The reward metnod, He t 
the pot ol rass and WOK | t unde 


Tagoo’s suspic ous nose. 


al CONnNOISSCUT ipproacnhing a pranad\ 
j 


Sniiter she made an olfactory appraisal 


of each blade of grass. Then she sa 


} I ] + 
back on her haunches and eyed us wi 
cool contempt, 

The 


Squelchy. He broke off a 
tickled her shiny black nose with it 


wrong vintage,”” muttere 


Spx ar al 


be : ; , 
Come on, Tagoo, eat your spinach,’ 
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**Do you suppose she’s below purr,” I 
queried, 

“Oh, she’s up to scratch, all right,” 
said Squelchy. 

At that 
sharply, Tagoo made a frenzied leap to 
the top of the 
murder in my heart I stumbled to the 


moment the bell pealed 


bookshelv« Ss, and with 


door and Jet in Doug. 

Clad in blue gabardine trousers and 
white linen coat he caused Squelchy to 
look, only too literally, like something 
the cat dragged in. I introduced them, 
conveying four chapters of Emily Post 
in my stare at Squelchy. He refused to 
catch my eye. 

All at once Tagoo conceived the idea 
of inserting herself in a vase on the 
ostrich principle. The vase shattered to 
the floor and Doug looked up, startled. 
“What’s that thing?” he gasped. 

I said lamely. It 
There I was 


“It’s all yours,” 
was very anticlimactic. 
with my nose practically bare, my ring- 
lets unfurled and my best pinafore stil! 
in the closet. 1 determined never to 
speak to Squelchy again. 

“She doesn’t seem to take to you,” 
Squelchy was saying agreeably. “But 
she took to me right away. Animals just 
love me.” 

“They like me, too,” Doug said stiffly. 

I stepped on a chair and dragged the 
resisting cat down. “Happy birthday, 
Doug,” I said, placing Tagoo on Doug’s 
jacket where she clung like an uprooted 
bramble bush. 

Doug patted her nervously. “Well, 
well, well. Birthday present, huh? Nice 
kitty. Nice kitty.” 

“I’ve just been reading up on Sia- 
mese cats,” put in Squelchy. “It seems 
they get lonely by themselves all day 
and are likely.to cry. I suggest that you 
get another cat asa playmate for her. 
Or better still, give up your job and stay 
home.” 

Doug essayed a laugh, but I could sec 
he was not amused. 

I drew myself up to my most com- 
manding height. “I’m awfully sorry,” I 
told Squelchy. “If I’d had any idea you 


” 
were COMIN «. « « 


“Yes. Yes. Quite so. Must be run 
ning along.” Squelchy laid his finger 
briefly on Tagoo’s bristling head and 
looked at Doug. “Take good care of 
her, my boy. She’s all I have. 

‘Good night,” I said, slamming the 


” 


door on him. 

I relieved Doug of Tagoo, and then 
fled to the kitchen. Naturally I had 
not yet completed my shopping and 
there was little in addition to the potato 
salad and birthday cake. 

By the time the festive fare was done 
with, Doug and Tagoo had achieved a 
basis for diplomatic conversations and 
we all converged on Doug’s apartment. 
Tagoo forthwith 
survey, I set up light housekeeping for 
her in the bathroom and Doug stood 


made a_ geodetic 


by with masculine helplessness. 

“Shall we put her to bed now 
asked undertone of 
cagerness, 


” he 


with a curious 

I assented. We found Tagoo curled 
up in the centre of Doug’s pillow from 
which she violently objected to being 
dislodged. I finally ensnared her and 
banged the bathroom door on her with 
some relief. Amazingly it was 12.30 
and I felt tired. 
to my apartment, fall upon my bed and 


I was glad to get back 


dream of all the evenings to come when 
my assistance with Tagoo’s upbringing 
would be indispensable, 


} 
| 
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IT MUST have been no later than dawn 
when a commotion in the hall aroused 
me. I would have rolled over, because 
commotions are no novelty in our 
building, had I not heard a plaintive 
“orrrow.” My heart gave a nasty lurch 
and I piled from bed, swathed myself in | 
a dimity robe and raced for the door. An| 


inner voice suggested caution so | 








applied my eye to the kevhole. 

An interesting sight met my eye. 
Standing in the hall was the night 
elevator man, Bart; a tousled, pyjama- 
clad, middle-aged man named MacDuff, 
and his equally tousled next-door neigh- 
bor, Doug. 

“You can imagine the shock,” Mac- 
Duff huffed. ‘Mrs. MacDuff has a weak 
heart, you know, and to wake up to sec 
those gleaming eyes, to feel that hot 
breath on her cheek . . .” 

I noticed then that Bart had a 
stranglehold on poor little Tagoo. He 
held her out to Doug. “It’s your 
baby,” he said. 

“It won’t happen again,” Doug said 
with a dignity I admired. 

“T should hope not,” puffed MacDuff. 
“Fortunately we're going away for a 
few days. We’ll need to, to recuperate.” 
He slammed into his apartment. Doug 
pushed opep his door and Tagoo shot 
through like an arrow. 


I extended my 
“What happened?” 


head cautiously 


Doug’s expression was pained. “1 


But | 


must have left the door open for cross- 
ventilation through force of habit. She 
walked out the bedroom window, along 


into the MacDufls’ 


thought she was in the bathroom. 


the ledge and 
apartme nt.” 

“Is that all?” I said. ‘‘I guess you'll 
just have to get the janitor to put up 
some screens.” 

“Guess I'll have to... uh-un-ub!”’ 
He sneezed violently. 

“Catch cold?” I asked with touching 
concern. 

“Just a chill, I think. 
We both became 
sketchy habiliments and shrank back 
into our respective shells. 


WOiecs 


conscious of our 


I put in that day at the office testing 
new shades of nail polish and writing 
a scintillating article on matching them 
to one’s moods. My own mood was so 
optimistic that | selected Honeymoon in 
Heaven as my shade for the day. 

Nightfall found me once more in my 
apartment awaiting a summons from 
across the hall. None came. Neither 
did the telephone ring nor any other 
diversion present itself. Even Squelchy 
refrained from bothering me. When I 
could stand the suspense no longer, | 
tripped over and knocked on Doug's 
door. 

After some time he opened it and 
stood gazing at me with watery blood- 
eyes. I conquered the disloyal 
thought that he didn’t look as glamourous 
as usual. “‘ How are father and child?” I 


shot 


enquired. 
“T’be worried,” said Doug. “I’be god 
a bad code.” 
1astened to exude feminine sym- 
I hast lt le f ; 
pathy. “Can I do anything for you? 
Paint your throat? Squirt drops up your 
nose? Squeeze some oranges?” 
oe thag you. I’be goig ride to bed.” 
“Doe thag + I’be goig ride to bed 
“Do that, and I hope you feel like a 
pe | 
million in the morning.” 
1aggu,” said Doug mournfully. 
wry | Doug full: 
Rather disappointed at the prospect 
of a bleak evening | decided to go to bed 
early myself as an innovation, It turned 












yj! So bewitching... 


it's dangerous! 



































































Here and now ... new 
spark,newverve,new color! 
Your skin glows alive with 
Woodbury Fiesta Powder. 
High-spirited shade ... 
reckless with beauty. 
Break your date withthe 
humdrum—today, 


meet Fiesta! 


Lasting cling! 
Color-treshness! 
And film-of-velvet 
softness— 


that's Fiesta! 


ESTHER 
WILLIAMS 
starring in 
“ON AN ISLAND WITH YOU” 


A Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer 
Picture 






That rosy-sparkle on, her skin? 
It’s yours . . . with Woodbury Fiesta. 






















YOUR MATCHING MAKE-UP— 
FIESTA LIPSTICK AND ROUGE! 

Rich true red on your lips! Fresh; 
rosy glow for your cheeks. Wear 
Fiesta Lipstick and Rouge with 
Fiesta Film-Finish Powder. All three 
styled by Hollywood experts 

for perfect color-harmony. 







™~ 


Woodbury Film-Finish Powder in Fiesta ‘*< 


and eight other Star shades, 49¢ 29c, and Iéc. ~ 
(Made in Canada) 


Woodbury final, Powder 
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\ THEYRE MADE ' 


$O GOOD 

Crisp Maple 
Leaf Bacon— 
goiden - brown 
Maple Leaf 
Sausages. 








PIGS IN 
BLANKETS 

Extra delicious 
with Maple Leaf 
Sausage and 
Bacon. 





IT MAY WIN %100°° 


Tell me your pet way of serving Maple 
Leaf Sausages or Bacon. The winning 
letter of the month brings a cheque for 
$100.00 But everyone who writes gets a 
voucher good for a one- pound box of 
Maple Leaf Pure Pork Sausages. Be sure 
to see my column in this magazine for 
full details before writing: 
YOUR “GOOD-THINGS-TO-EAT” REPORTER 


Puce Gat) 


CANADA PACKERS LIMITED 















OR EACH OTHER 





= MAPLE LEAF 


as Oe 


AND BACON 


“Here's a delightful two- 


some: pure pork Maple 
Leaf Sausages—tender, 
tasty, tempting! Maple 
Leaf Bacon sugar-cured, 
mild, mouth-watering! 
Serve them together 
sizzling hot—a_ grand 


flavour combination! 





When guests drop in, 
try these different “Pigs 
in Blankets” that are 
ready in a jiffy: Spread 
medium - thick bread 
slices with easy-spread- 
ing Maple Leaf cheese 
and wrap each slice 
around a cooked Maple 
Leaf Sausage — then, 
enclose this in a slice of 
Maple Leaf Bacon. . 

fasten with a toothpick 
and bake until bacon is 
crisp. Menfolk love ‘em! 


WRITE ME A LETTER 





V 


out to be a wise decision. The next 
morning I was again awakened at an 
unseemly hour, this time by a pounding 
on my door, 

Taking a few minutes to fix my face | 
skipped over and opened up Doug, 
clean shaven and fully dressed, was 
standing without. He looked healthier 
than he had last night, but his eyes 
wore a haunted expression. 

“She’s gone again,” he announced. 

“You didn’t get the screens up.” 

wg he said. “And I knew when 
she tried to get in bed with me last night 
that I should have put her in the bath- 


room, but I was too darn sleepy. Be- 


sides she cries so when she’s shut up. 
“Til be right with you,” | said, 
“Give me a moment to sheathe myself. 


BY THE time I| had taken a shower and 
got into a dress It was quarter to ¢ igt eT 
entered Doug’s apartment where he was 

cing the pattern off the rug. He led 
me to the bedroom and I leaned out the 
window steeling myself to see a pathet 
blob of pale beige on the sidewalk « ight 
floors below. There was the usual 
activity of a city gearing itself for the 
day’s work, but no Tagoo. 

“She must be somewhere on_ the 
ledge,” I pondered, craning my neck. 

“All this time?” disagreed Doug. 
“The MacDuffs’ windows are closed. 
Why didn’t she turn around and wall 
back?” 

Not being a cat psychologist | 
couldn’t answer that one. Some orna- 
mental pillars blocked my vision, and 
having a fear of heights I hesitated to 
lean any farther out the window, so | 


“Tagoo!” Workmen 


unearthing relics in the street below 


called softly, 


drowned out my voice. 

“Tagoo!” I shouted. 

“Gurrow!” she replied in a definitely 
accusing tone, 

“There she is!” I said triumphantly. 

“Fine.” Doug displayed satisfaction. 
“T suppose she’ll come back when she’s 


” 


hungry. 
“Well . . . yes,” I said doubtfully. 
Tagoo’s appetite to date had not beer 
robust. 
Doug consulted his watch. “Gosh, 


I’ve got to run along. 

“Me, too,” I chimed. 

‘Are you going off and leave her out 
on the ledge?” His tone insinuated that 
I was derelict in my duty. 

r | said meckly. 


This failed to impress him. “Tell you 


‘I’ve got a job, too 
what, the service people can let you int: 
the MacDuffs’ apartment, you can open 
the window and get Tagoo. You'll 
probably be at work before | am.” He 
caught up bis hat and turned to delive: 
a particularly winning smile. ‘“‘That’s a 
good girl,” 

His buttery voice rendered me as 
porous as an English muffin. “Okay,” | 
said. ‘‘And by the way, how’s vou; 
cold?” 

“Better. It’s a funny cold, comes and 
goes. Well, see you tonight.” With 
those lean cmitle he departed and | 
went back to the window to see if | 
couldn’t cajole Tagoo into returning 
before I threw myself on the mercy of 
others. I had forgotten to read the fing 
print in my lease, I recalled with a 
sinking heart. 

Tagoo was definitely vocal but sh« 
showed no inclination to return the way 
he had come. What had been an 
adventure at night had become some- 


Ss 


thing quite different, she reasoned 


as 








pickaxes rang, trucks roared, and hor 
tooted. Doug had extricated hims. 
neatly, I thought with a ting 
bitterness. In retrospect his warm sn 
took on the quality of a leer. 1 drew 
my head and sat down to think. 

I had reached no brilliant conclu 
when the doorbell rang. I admitted 
day elevator man, Jack. ‘There’ 
cat out on the ledge,” he enlightened n q 

“Do tell,” I murmured. 

“The people upstairs say it’s cru 
to leave it there.” 

I explained that Tagoo thought 
ledge was a one-way street, but 
with his co-operation we might scci 
her from the MacDuffs’ window. I | 
on my most winsome smile as ** co-op 


mn” in our building means only 


l 


the tenants should co-operate with 
management and not vice versa. 

As I feared, Jack looked doubt! 
‘The MacDuffs are away.” 

Personally | considered this a bl 
ing. “But you have the keys, haven’ 
you?” 

“I'll send up the handyman.” IH 
vanished. 

Now we were getting somewhere. | 
glanced at my wrist watch. Nine-thii 
already. Well, if I was taking a day off | 
might as well enjoy it, I told myself. | 
went out to buy some cinnamon bu 
for my breakfast. I also bought som: 
lean beef and a codfish steak. But if 
had hoped to find Tagoo in the apart- 
ment on my return, | must have over- 
estimated the enduring effect of my 
Christmas tips. 

“The MacDuffs got their own lock 
on that door,” the handyman informed 
me at the main entrance. “And we 
can’t find no key to open . 

“I've had six calls from, the building 


across the street,” the telephone gir! 3 
accused me. “They’re driving m: 
crazy.” 
“Some guy’s going to send for th 
dog-catcher,” Jack volunteered happ!!) 
I slunk into the elevator, rose to the ' 


ighth floor and staggered to th 
vindow with Jack on my heels. A: 
interesting tableau met my eyes. Heads 


studded the apartment-house windows 
across the street, shouting advice whic 

| couldn’t hear above the din. And t! 

shovel brigade to a man had its colle« 

tive face turned heavenward, Tagoo’ 
appeals for help grew more frantic. | 
was desperate, 

“Maybe if you poked some food « 
ona stick,” said Jack he Ipfully. 

But it turned out that, through 
fault of my own, aid was on the way 
last. A low-slung official-looking « 
topped in front of the building and | 


t} 


es 
ie 


EOE. 


drew in my head, expecting to hear 
sirens of tlte radio police and the Hook 
and Ladder momentarily. Lurching 
through the apartment once again, | 
opened the door to the superintend 
and a man in uniform, 

A dispossess glittered in the super’s 
eye. “Here’s the lady who owns tli 
cat.” 

“Well, not exactly,” I said, wonderin; 
which were the 10 best books to take t 
jail, 

The super explained coldly that h 
companion represented the Society fo 
the Rescue of Cats in Distress, and tl 
Rescuer explained that our strateg 
should be to persuade Tagoo to retu! 





along the ledge. In my overpoweri 2 
relief at this reprieve, I accepted | ‘ 
verdict. 4 
From the ninth floor he attempted + 
oat, 











poke her along with a pole while | 
screeched from the window and banged a 
plate with a spoon—subtly indicating 
food. Tagoo screamed loudly and 
fought the pole as the crowd swelled 
below. Then I saw her dear little hind- 
quarters move dangerously over the 
rim and I could stand no more. 


WHEN I came to, the doorbell was 
busily pealing. I stumbled to open it 
and in hopped Tagoo, followed by the 
Rescuer, the elevator man, the handy- 
man, the superintendent, the telephone 
operator and a number of curious 
tenants. “‘I tightened a vise around her 
and hauled her up,” said the Rescuer. 

I indicated my gratitude with as 
much of a smile as | could muster. The 
service people, ignorant of my straitened 
circumstances, lingered, so I crossed 
their palms with silver all around. 
Finally the mob dispersed and I sank 
weak-kneed on the sofa. It was 12.30. 
At 2.30 Tagoo began to purr. And at 
three she kissed me. I returned to my 
apartment and began to brood, 

Oddly enough, my thoughts led to 
Doug and the lighthearted manner in 
which he had made me a catspaw. 
When he came home | would tactfully 
point out that I was only too glad to aid 
with Tagoo’s rearing, but that he would 
have to share the responsibility. Having 
decided this, I devoted some time to 
primping. Perhaps Doug would take 
me out to dinner as a reward. 

Evening came, but no invitation 
came with it. Beginning to work myself 
into quite a state | marched across the 
hall. 

“Tagoo certainly kept me busy 
today,” I announced in a more caustic 
manner than I had intended. 

“That so?” Doug said indifferently. 

Tagoo crouched on the floor, agitated 
her stern and pounced at his ankle, 
nipping it playfully. ‘“‘Ouch,” he said, 
shaking her off in a brutal manner. 

I seized Tagoo. “Is that necessary?” 

“Uh...uh...uh.” Doug reached 
blindly for the handkerchief in_ his 
breast pocket. “‘Awchoooo,” he sneezed. 
He opened his streaming eyes and 
turned on me a look laden with sheer 
rage. ““Take that dab cad oud of here,” 
he yelped. ‘‘Rebove id, ibbediadely !” 

“ Really!” For once I was speechless. 

“The docdor jus dold be,” stuttered 
Doug. “‘I’be allergig to cad fur.” 

“Allergic to cat fur!” 1 was stunned 
at this revelation of mortal weakness in 
the man I had so adored. “Forgive me,” 
I said icily. ‘Next time I'll make it a 
Mexican hairless.” 

“‘Dode bother,” he choked. “‘ Bercedes 
is goig to give be wud.” 

“T was only joking,” I said with 
devastating sarcasm. “You don’t even 
deserve a white rat.”’ I retreated in good 
order, but the effect of my departure was 
somewhat marred by having to return 
several times for Tagoo’s worldly goods. 

Alone, once more, I subjected myself 
to searching self-examination. I had 
done it again, but strangely I felt no 
regrets. The abusive words Doug had 
heaped on Tagoo’s innocent head still 
rankled. He was not the man for me 
...A sweet sadness pervaded me. 
Perhaps I was one of those destined for 
spinsterhood from birth. Well at least 


* 


I had Tagoo. When I grew too old tor 
my job I could breed her or her grand- 
children and sell the kittens to support 
myself, 

I was not greatly surprised when 
these meditations were interrupted by 
the arrival of my so-called friend, 
Squelchy Hank Prentice, and his 
infuriating grin. 

“So you had a busy day,” he said. 

“How did you know?” 

“Whispering campaign.” As he 
ensconced himself in my club chair 
Tagoo poked her head up through the 
lamp shade and emitted a squeak of 
greeting. Her presence in the apart- 
ment was not lost on him. ‘What 
happened this time?” he enquired. 

“Nothing much,” | attempted casu- 
ally. “It’s just that Doug is allergic to 
cat fur,” 

“Ho. Ho.” Squelchy doubled up 
with mirth. “And another dream man 
bit the dust.” 

My treacherous chin began to quiver. 
“Tf you’ve c-come to g-gloat !” 

““No. Not at all,” he said quietly. ‘I 
don’t intend to do anything of the kind.” 

With rare understanding he disap- 
peared over the horizon only to reappear 
with my best pair of manicure scissors. 
He sat down before Tagoo’s pot of 
grass. “Guess I’ll mow the lawn,” he 
said, 

As I watched him at this homely 
domestic task an eerie sensation crept 
over me. I had experienced nothing like 
it before. My heart came out of its 
anaesthesia and started pounding away 
like a mad thing. 

“Squelchy,” I heard myself saying 
softly, “why do you wear blue? With 
your hair and skin I should think a 
golden brown...” I broke off, 
startled. A scarlet tide was sweeping 
over Squelchy’s face. I have never seen 
anyone so red, not even on a beach at 
high noon. 

I leaped from my chair and ran over 
to him, “What have I said?” I cried. 
“Did I hurt your feelings?” 

“It’s all right,” mumbled Squelchy, 
hacking at the grass, 

“But tell me what I said,” I de- 
manded, panic-stricken. 

His skin faded to a normal hue as he 
raised his head to look at me. “Do you 
realize that’s the first time you’ve ever 
tried to organize me?” 

“Oh, gosh,” I moaned. “Forget it. 
I’m a new woman, I swear.” 

“1 don’t want you to be a new 
woman,” Squelchy said tenderly. “I 
like you the way you are.” 

“You do? But you scorn me. All the 
things you said . . .” 

“Don’t you know jealousy when you 
see it?”” Suddenly he had me in his arms 
and I felt myself soaring over the roof- 
tops. “I was enraged,” he said. “Not 
because you butted in, but because you 
always picked someone else as your 
victim. Could I persuade you to organ- 
ize my life permanently?” 

“I guess it was always you,” I whis- 
pered, feeling outrageously ecstatic. 
“*Tagoo knew that from the beginning.” 
An awlul thought came to me. “You 
don’t mind taking Tagoo, too?” 

As he kissed me with fervor, the room 
went around in circles. “The die is 
cats!” he said, 


* * 
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COLUMN 
$100.00 for Best Recipe 


FREE VOUCHER TO AIL! 
HELLO NEIGHBOURS: Happy New Year to you! Broken any 


New Year resolutions yet? Be punctual. That’s mine. A new little 
watch which an understanding “Santa” tucked into the toe of my 
second best nylons is going to be a pretty yet relentless reminder. 


“Second-day” dishes from the holiday turkey and TEeNpeRr- 
sweeT Ham have been taking the “centre of the stage” here in our 
test kitchens and, to me, it’s been an eye-opener. Turkey hash—a 
potato scallop topped with thick ham slices—pea soup made with 
the ham bone—not a scrap wasted—every dish appetizing and 
nourishing. All this, together with the testing of the hundreds of 
fine hot and cold sandwich recipes which you have sent to me has 
made this a very busy, very interesting month. 


CONGRATULATIONS AND BEST WISHES TO: 


Mrs. Betty McLeod, 
1760 Queen Street, East, Toronto 8, Ontario. 


who wins the $100.00 First Prize for the October York Sandwich 
me contest. Her ingenuity in giving an old favourite “Cheese 

reams” a delightful new touch is to be commended. Mrs. McLeod 
says that her recipe makes tasty, quickly prepared “company” 
refreshments for the busy housewife or business girl—and we agree 
wholeheartedly. Here is how she prepares: 


YORK PUFF SANDWICHES 


Blend together: One package Maple Leaf “Canadian” Cheese 

\% cup warm milk 1g teaspoon Baking Powder 

8 drops Worcestershire Sauce 
Remove crusts from loaf of day-old bread. Slice 2” thick. Cut each slice 
into 4 cubes. Cut each cube into 3 small slices. Now spread each of these 
small slices thickly with York Meat Sandwich Spread. Choose the York 
Spread you like best—Paté de Foie—Pork—Chicken—Beef, Pork and 
Tongue. Pile the slices back into the original cubes. Each one is a small 
3-decker sandwich. Now spread cheese mixture over top and sides of each 
sandwich. Top each with a small piece of Maple Leaf Bacon. Cook in 
hot oven—on greased baking sheet—until cheese puffs up and turns a 
delicate, toasty brown. Serve piping hot. This unusual cheese sauce gets our 
applause too—we can imagine it adding acertain flare to many a dish—and 
I’m sure all the neighbours will join me in a ‘thank you’ to Mrs. McLeod. 


THIS MONTH THERE'S TO BE ANOTHER $100.00 FIRST 
PRIZE for the best recipe using either (or both) 


MAPLE LEAF SAUSAGES—MAPLE LEAF BACON 


You can combine these two wholesome meats in a tempting hot 
dish or you may have some special way of serving them separately. 
Whatever your “Pet” recipe, I would like to have it—and 
I'll send $100.00 to whoever submits the best. 


CONSOLATION PRIZES, TOO. To everyone who writes, Canada 

Packers will send a voucher which may be exchanged FREE at 
our grocer’s or butcher’s for a one-pound package of Maple Leaf 
ure Pork Sausage. 


WE DO STIPULATE that all letters become our property and 
cannot be returned. Send as many entries as you wish -NO LABELS 
WANTED—but we promise only ONE voucher per person. 


CLOSING DATE: To qualify for the $100.00 First Prize—as well 
as the FREE voucher—your letter must be postmarked on or 
before midnight JANUARY 31st, 1948. Winner of the First Prize 
will be announced in my April magazine column. 


ADDRESS YOUR LETTER TO: BRENDA YORK, 


*Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, c/o Canada Packers Limited, 
2204 St. Clair Avenue West, Toronto, Canada. 


Have you tried this... 


HAPPY THOUGHT: A shake of rosemary 
on pork before roasting is better than you 
think. Try it and see. 


HOME MADE: Take one tin York Toma- 
toes. Add basil, tsp. sugar, season to taste. 
Heat. Add \ tsp. baking soda. Stir con- 
stantly while mixture bubbles. Heat 
separately one pint (or more) of milk. 
Add slowly to tomatoes . . . a soup that’s 
out of this world. And J know! 


WHEN IS A CABBAGE NOT a cabbage? 
Why, when it’s a party centrepiece you can 
EAT, of course! Hollow out a very firm one. 
Fill with softened Maple Leaf Relish 
Cheese. Garnish with parsley. Arm the 


guests with lots of crisp potato chips and 
let “em scoop out the filling. And they will! 


IDEA DEPT.: Ever try squeezing ‘an 
onion? No? Do it just like an orange. 
Wonderful for flavour when you don’t 
want the pulp. Tricky, what? 

ENCORE: Maple Leaf Wieners split 
lengthwise, stuffed with sliced cheese, 
wrapped with bacon and fastened with 
a toothpick, then oven-browned are some- 
thing to talk about. And how I talk! 
SECOND ENCORE: Cubed TenpersweeT 
Ham in a corn casserole decorated with 


green pepper strips is good indeed — or 
had you heard? 


So neighbours—farewell once more. May the gay cheer of the New 
Year stay with you throughout the months to come. And don’t 
forget to write to me, will you? Just remember to post your letter 
on or before midnight, January 3lst, 1948. 


Your “Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, 


fs: 
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Meals of the Month 


JANUARY 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER DINNER 
Canadian Pea Soup 
Cabbage Wedges 
Thousand Island Dressing 
Cornmeal Muffins 
Sheed Banana Cream 
lea Cocoa 


Baked Ham Mustard Relish 
Creamed Potatoes 
Green Beans 
Cranberry Sherbet 
Coffee lea 
| Mixed Vegetable Juice 
| Salmon Loaf, Hollandaise Sauce 
Mashed Potatoes Asparagus 
Hot Gingerbread 
Lemon Sauce 


Creamy Egg 
Brown Toast 
Tea 


Pork and Beans 
Celery Curls 

Wholewheat Muffins | 

Baked Custard | 


Stewed Prunes with Lemon 
Cereal 
Jam 


Tea 


Toast 
Cottee 


Orange Juice 

Cereal 

Soit-cooked Eggs 
Coffee 


Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Grilled Bacor 
Brown Toast 
Coffee 
Apple Juice 
Cereal 
Toast 
Coffee 


Stewed Figs 
Soft-cooked Eggs 
Toast 


Coffee Tea 


Orange Juice 
Cerea 


Marmalade 
Tea 


Stewed Prunes 
Cereal 
Grilled Bacon 


Coffee 


Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Toast 
Cottle 


SAT | 
SUN 


Il 


Orange Sectior 
Cerea 
Toasted Rolls Marma 


Coffee 


Apple Juice 
Whole- wheat 


Maple Syrup 


Tomato Juice 
Cerea 


1 Scone 


Toastec 
Coffee 


Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Grilled Bacon 
Cotlee 


Mixed Vegetable 
Cereal 


Tea 


Raw Apple 
Cerea 
French Toast 
Honey 


rilled Bacon 


flee 


Half Grapetruit 
Cerea 
Toa 


Poast 
Cocoa 


Cocoa 


Wattle 


Coflee Tea 


Tea 


Juice Prune, 


t Marmalad 


Tea Cocoa 

Toasted Cheese and Bacon 

Sandwiches 

Carrot Sticks 
Cookies 
Cocoa 


Jelly 
Tea 


Mixed Vegetable Salad 
on Celery Leaves 
Hot Tea Biscuits 
Layer Cake Foamy Icing 
Tea Cocoa 


Creamed Eggs on Toast 
Carrot Fingers 
Canned Fruit 
Cake (leftover 

Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Tomato Soup 
Vegetable Salad 
Bran Muffins 
Siiced Orange 
Cocoa 


rea 


Spaghetti in Tomato Sauce 
Cabbage Salad 
Floating Island 

Brownies 
Cocoa 


Cream of Vegetable Soup 

Peanut Butter and Carrot 

Sandwich on Brown Bread 
Date Oatmeal Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Consommeé 
Vegetable Casserole 
Corn Muffins Jelly 
Tea Cocoa 


Fish Cakes Tomato Sauce 
Cabbage and Celery Salad 
Whole-wheat Bread 
Butterscotch Pudding 
lea Cocoa 


Assorted Sandwiches 
Fresh Frui 
Chocolate Layer Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Asparagus Soup 
Vegetable Salad 
Whole- wheat Bread 
Shced Bananas and Cream 
fea Cocoa 


Chili Con Carne 
Carrot Sticks 
Canned Fruit 
Cookies 
Cocoa 


Tea 


Apple and Carrot Salad | 
Bran Muffin 

Lemon Pudding 
1 Cocoa 


Chicken Soup 
Toasted Cheese and Bacon 
Sandwich 
Purnip Stick 
Grape Sponge 

Cocoa 


Tea 


soston Baked Beans 
Cabbage and Celery Salad 

Stuffed Baked Apple 

Tea Cocoa 


Poached Eggs on Toast 
Carrot Curls 
Stewed Prunes 
Oatmeal Cookie 

Tea Cocoa 


Vegetable Salad 
Bran Muffin 
Butterscotch Pudding 
Whipped Cream 
Tea Cocoa 

Chicken Broth 
Peanut Butter and Bacon 
Sandwich 
Celery Curls 





Ice Cream Cookie 
Cocoa Tea 


Collec Tea 
Consomme 
Cold Sheed Ham 
Mashed Potatoes 
Green Peas 
Raisin Pie 
Cotlee 


Roast of Beef 
Pan Gravy 
Browned Potatoes 
Creamed Carrots 
Apple Betty 
Coffee 


lea 


lea 


Grilled Liver and Bacon 
Mashed Potatoes 
Harvard Beets 
Coffee Spanish Cream 
Coffes Tea 


Cold Roast Beef 
Parsley Squash 
Steamed Spice Pudding 
with Brown Sugar Sauce 
Coffer Tea 


Potatoe 


Minced Steak Pattie 
Mushroom Soup Sauce 
Baked Potatoes 
Glazed Par 
Apple Pie 
Coffee 
Baked Sausages 
Yorkshire Pudding 
Chili Sauce 
Browned Potatoe 
Grapefruit Halves 
Coffee Tea 


snipe 
Cheese 
Tea 


Peas 


saked White Fish Creole 
Parsley Potatoes 
Green Beans 
Lemon Meringue Pic 
Coffee Tea 


Swiss Steak 
Boiled Potatoes 
Braised Carrots 
Fruit Upside-down Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Roast Lamb Mint Jelly 
Browned Potatoes 
Squast 
Date Cream Pie 
Cotlee 


Tea 


Breaded Veal Cutlets 
Mashed Potatoes 
Buttered Beets 
Chocolate Layer Cake 
1 la mode 
lea 
Cold Roast Lamb 
jaked Potatoes 
Green Beans 
Baked Custard 
Coftlee 


Tea 


Wiener Mustard Sauce 
Creamed Potatoes 
Mashed Turnips 

Raisin Pie 


Coffees Tea 


Steak and Kidney Pie 
Mashed Potatoes 
Green Peas 
Hot Gingerbread 
Foamy Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Fried Fillets of Haddock 
Tartare Sauce 
Baked Potatoes 
Stewed Tomatoes 
Chocolate Bread Pudding 
Coffee Tea 
Cream of Tomato Soup 
Frizzled Bologna Slices 
Mashed Potatoe 
Johnny Cake 
Cotlfee 


Roast Chicken 
Riced Potatoes 
Green Peas 
Buttered Parsnips 
Apple Crisp Pudding 
Coffee Tea 
Grilled Steak 
Condiment Sauce 
Baked Potatoes 
Buttered Carrots 
Steamed Fig Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Maple Syrup 
Tea 


Green Beans | 


BREAKFAST 


som Juice 

Sereal 

Soft-cooked Eggs 
Coffee 


Toast 
Tea 


Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Fig Conserve 
Tea 


Toast 
Coffee 


Stewed Prunes 
Cereal 
Scrambled Eggs 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


Apple Juice 
Cereal 
Toasted Scones 


Jam 
Coffee 


Tea 


Grape Juice 
Cereal 
Marmalade 
Tea 


Toast 
Coffee 


Raw Apple 
Cereal 
Pancakes Maple 


Coffee 


Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Soft-cooked Eggs 
Coftee 


eT r 


Apple Juice 

Cereal 

Toast 
Coflee 


Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Mutlins 
Coffee 


Grapefruit Juice 
Cereal 
Grilled Bacon 
Coffee 


Apple Juice 
Cereal 
Toast 


Coffee 1 


SAT | 


OI 


Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Soft-cooked Eggs 
Coffee I 


Syrup 


Tea 


Toast 


Marmalade 
Cocoa 


Tea 


Toast 


Tea 


Jelly 


‘ea 


Toast 








LUNCHEON or SUPPER 


Creamed Salmon on Toast 
Carrot Sticks 
Sliced Pears 

Chinese Chews 

Tea Cocoa 

Macaroni and Cheese 
Coleslaw 
Sliced Bananas and Cream 
lea Cocoa 
Toasted Sardine 
Open-face Sandwiches 
Celery Curls 
Sheed Oranges 
Doughnuts 
Tea Cocoa 
Lima Bean Savory 
Carrot and Raisin Salad 
Chocolate Pudding 
Tea Cocoa 


Parsley Omelet 
Turnip Sticks 
Caramel! Rennet Custard 
Tea Cocoa 


Cheese Fondue 
Mixed Vegetable Salad 
Celery Curls 
Frosted Orange Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Vegetable Soup 
Toasted Bacon Sandwich 
Cabbage and Onion Salad 
Stewed Prunes 
Cake (leftover 
Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Celery Soup 
Chopped Date and-Carrot 
Salad 
Jam Turnovers 
Pea Cocoa 
Creamed Corn and Pimento 
on Toast 
Apple Coleslaw 
Fruits in Jelly 

Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 
Cream of Tomato Soup 
Mixed Vegetable Salad 
Rolls 
Apple Sauce 
Gingerbread (leftover) 
Tea Cocoa 
Noodles in Mushroom 
Soup Sauce 
Celery Curls Carrot Sticks 
Whole-wheat Muffins 
Sliced Bananas and Cream 
Tea Cocoa 
Hot Vegetable Plate 
Cornmeal Muffins 
Blancmange Tart Jelly 
Tea Cocoa 


Chicken Casserole 
Biscuit Topping 
Mashed Potatoes 

Baked Squash 
Creamy Tapioca Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Meat Ba.ls in Tomato Sauce 
Baked Potatoes 
Creamed Onions 

Baked Apples 
Coffee 


Tea 
Grilled Liver and Bacon 
Creamed Potatoes | 
Kernel Corn 
Butterscotch Meringue Pie 
Coffee * Tea 


Broiled Lake Trout 
Parsley Cream Potatoes 
Green Peas 
Apricot Upside-down Cake 
Whipped Cream 
Coffee Tea 
Fomato Juice 
Country Style Sausage 
Pan-fried Potatoes 
Buttered Cabbage 
Steamed Apple Dumpling 
Coffee Tea 


Short Ribs of Beef 
Yorkshire Pudding 
Browned Potatoes Turnips 
Ice Cream Fruit Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Poached Finnan Haddie 
Chili Sauce 
Fluffy Mashed Potatoes 





Green Beans 
Lemon Tarts 
Cotfee Tea aL 
Sheed Cold Roast Beef 
Mustard Pickles 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Beets Vinaigrette 
} Prune Whip Custard Sauce | 
Coffee Tea 
Veal Chops in Wine Sauce 
Creamed Potatoes 
Parsnips and Carrots 
Fig Gingerbread 
Coffee Tea 


Hot Meat Loaf 
Baked Potatoes 
Sliced Beets 
Pumpkin Pie 
Coffee Tea | 
"Fried Fillets 
of Haddock 
Spanish Sauce 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Green Peas . 
Coffee Raisin Souffié Tea | 
~~"Baked Stuffed Heart 
Baked Potatoes 
Mashed Squash 
Coleslaw 
Cherry Snow 
Coffee PZ 


No You Know? 


That vegetables lose a great deal of their vitamins when 
cooked? 
turnips and cabbage frequently. Cook any vegetables until 
just tender in as little water as possible. Then use that water 


It’s a good idea to serve raw ones such as carrots, 


In soups, gravies and sauces, so none of the goodness dissolved 


In it 
for salads. 


That 


will be wasted. 


Use any leftover cooked vegetables 
(mixed with some tiny raw carrot or turnip cubes for texture) 


cabbage contains more vitamin C than lettuce? 


Cabbage and apple make a particularly good combination. 
Yellow turnip’s a good source of vitamin C too. 


That celery leaves, or plain or Savoy cabbage, can make 
an attractive “‘bed”’ for a salad when lettuce is scarce? 


That fortified apple juice is an excellent source of vitamin 
C? So is tomato juice, served plain or combined (unheated) 


in jellies, 


That potatoes make a steady contribution to the vitamin 
- in our diet? Eat them every day and cook them, if possible, 
in their jackets, using as little water as possible, 
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How to Blanch Almonds 


They add a rich touch to cakes and 
puddings .. . they’re just about unbeatable 
for eating out-of-hand . .. and you start 


off by blanching them this way — 





demonstrated by Chatelaine Institute 





When possible, choose large, plump almonds—the skin will 
loosen more easily than that on the thin, wrinkled varieties. Place 
in a saucepan, cover with boiling water, then simmer for about three 
minutes, or until the jackets slip off readily. When the skins are 
loosened, pour off the hot water and add cold. The skins are apt 
to cling if they become dry. Almonds keep better when unblanched, 
so plan to prepare only as many as are needed at one time. Since the 
skins don’t add appreciably to their bulk, almonds can be accurately 
measured before blanching. 


How To Plan 
\ Wedding 


o 
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HERE COMES THE BRIDE 


So, you're going to be married! And your wedding day must 
be a very lovely occasion — one that you will remember all your 
life. Whether it is a formal church affair or a quiet home 
wedding, let Chatelaine help to make it run satin-smooth as a 
bridal gown. Start planning three months in advance by follow- 
ing the week by week suggestions lined up in our valuable booklet 


on wedding etiquette. 


Perhaps you're having a shower for a bride-to-be and you want 
rroe to give her the very best in useful gifts, entertainment 


Take each almond between forefinger and thumb and press and delicious refreshments. 
: gently on the rounded end, using the other hand to help slip the HOW TO PLAN A WEDDING, Chatelaine Service Bulletin 
4 skin back from the point. Work gently, as the nuts have a tendency No. 404, Price, 15 cents. 
BY to pop out suddenly and fly across the room. As the almonds are SHOWER IDEAS, Chatelaine Service Bulletin No. 402, Price 
ss skinned, they can be laid on an absorbent towel (paper or linen) and, 15 cents. 


when all are done, patted dry with another towel. Sometimes there 
are tiny, rust-colored wormholes in the almonds, so it is wise to 
he examine them carefully after the skins have been removed. Save 
any leftover nuts for dressing up family desserts. 


Order from CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETIN DEPT. 
481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Ont. 
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ried 


by Jacqueline Roy 


ON’T LET those wrinkled skins 
ca fool you! Under their humble ex- 
teriors dried fruits pack a concen- 
trated nutritional punch. Although 


Each and every Maclean-Hunter publication rigidly maintains 


these standards of practice: 


1, Is independent in polities. 


2. Puts editorial service first. 


3. Insists upon efficient circulation methods. 


4. Sells advertising space on merit and proven readership. 


36 PUBLICATIONS 
EACH A LEADER 
Ree 8) 


MACLEAN-HUNTER 
Publishing Company Limited 


MACLEAN-HUNTER 
Publishing Corporation 
Pies . 


Let Chicago — New York 


MACLEAN-HUNTER 
Limited 
london, England 


most of the water has been 
evaporated, their mineral and energy 
quotas are still there—veritable gold 
mines for health. 

Available the year round, these fruits 
keep best when stored in a covered tin 
container, in a cool place. 

Since in most cases they swell to about 
double their bulk when cooked, allow 
twice as much water as fruit when 
soaking them. First wash the dried fruit 
in warm water, then dry them with a 
towel. If the fruit is very hard, soak for 
a short time in hot water before using in 
a recipe. If the fruit is to be stewed, soak 
three to four hours (or overnight) in 
warm water, then simmer until tender. 

Dried fruits are just as versatile as 
the fresh variety. They start off by 
starring on the bors d'oeuvres tray, 
stuffed with cream cheese and chopped 
nuts. They add their special interest to 
salads, pickles, meat stuflings, cookies 
and muffins, then wind up with flavorful 
flourish in puddings and pies. 


Fig Bread Pudding 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
34 Cupful of dried figs 
3 Cupfuls of cubed bread 
2 Teaspoonfuls of grated orange 
rind 
2 Eggs 
4 Tablespoonfuls of sugar 
144 Teaspoonful of salt 
2% Cupfuls of milk 


Dash of nutmeg 


Wash the figs and cover with boiling 
water. Let stand for 10 minutes. Drain 
and cool. Place the bread in a greased 
one-quart-size baking dish and sprinkle 
orange rind over it. Snip the stems off 
the figs and cut coarsely with scissors. 
Scatter over the bread. Beat eggs 
slightly, and add the sugar, salt and milk. 
Pour over the bread and figs. Sprinkle 
with nutmeg and bake in a slow oven 
(325 deg. F.) for about 45 minutes, or 
until firm when tested with a knife. 
Serve warm or cold with top milk or 
maple-flavored syrup. Yield: six to eight 
servings. 


Raisin-Maple Souffle 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
1144 Tablespoonfuls of cornstarch 
144 Cupfuls of milk 

1 Egg, separated 
4% Cupful of maple syrup 
44 Cupful of raisins 
14 Teaspoonful of true vanilla 
flavoring 


Measure the cornstarch into the top 
part of the double boiler. Gradually add 
the milk, stirring until smooth. Cook 
over boiling water, stirring constantly, 
until thickened, Beat the egg yolk, add a 
little of the hot mixture, then blend with 
the remainder in the double boiler 
Gradually add the maple syrup, stirrin; 
until well blended, Stir in the raisins 


aa 
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© 45 to 50 minutes. 


| crumbs. 


> they stand up in soft peaks. 





THIES 


These Cinderellas of the fruit family 


contribute a large share of interest, 


texture and food value to winter meals 





Tender, full-flavored cooking figs, bread cubes, egg and milk 
are the homespun ingredients that form the basis of this whole- 
some dessert. Dash on a little nutmeg and let the pudding 


bake 


then remove from the heat. Beat the egg 
white until it stands up in soft, rounded 
peaks. Fold in the cornstarch mixture 
and turn into a greased, 1%-pint cas- 
Place the casserole into a pan 
of hot water. Bake in a moderate oven 
(350 deg. F.) for about 45 minutes or 
until set and a light golden brown, 
Yield: four servings. 


S¢ role. 


Date Torte 


(A Chatelaine Inatitute approved recipe) 


10 Graham crackers 

2 Tablespoonfuls of melted butter 
1 Cupful of chopped dates 

4 Egg whites 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 

1 Teaspoonful of true vanilla 
flavoring 
upful of fine granulated sugar 


Ra 
72 
1 Cupful of chopped nutmeats 


¢ 
Cc 
Roll the graham crackers into fine 
Combine with the melted 


butter. Line a greased 10-inch pie pan 


© with the crumbs, patting them into the 


bottom and sides of the pan. Wash and 
dry the dates. Beat the egg whites until 
Add the 
salt and vanilla. Gradually add the 
sugar, beating in until well blended. Fold 


in the chopped dates and nutmeats. 


Turn into the prepared pie pan and bake 
in a slow oven (325 deg. F.) for about 
Yield: six to eight 


» servings. 


in a slow oven for 


45 minutes. 


Soft Fig Gingerbread 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
144 Cupful of brown sugar 
14 Cupful of shortening 
1 Egg, well-beaten 
1% Cupful of mild molasses 
14 Cupful of boiling water 
1 Cupful of pastry flour 
1 Teaspoonful of baking powder 
¥% Teaspoonful of soda 
1 Teaspoonful of ginger 
14 Teaspoonful of cinnamon 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
14 Teaspoonful of cloves 
14 Cupful of dried figs, washed 
and chopped 


Cream the sugar and shortening 
thoroughly. Add the well-beaten egg 
and molasses, then add the boiling water 
all at once. Sift and measure the flour, 
then sift again with the baking powder, 
soda and spices. Add to the creamed 
mixture, beating well. Stir in the chop- 
ped figs and pour into a well-greased and 
floured 8 x 8x 2 inch cake pan. Bake ina 
slow oven (325 deg. F.) for 50 to 60 
minutes. Serve hot with whipped cream 
or fig sauce. Yield: about cight servings. 


Fig Sauce 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Tablespoonfuls of cornstarch 
14 Cupful of brown sugar 
144 Teaspoonful of salt 
14 Teaspoonful of nutmeg 
44 Teaspoonful of lemon rind 


Serve while hot. 


2% Cupfuls of hot water 
1 Teaspoonful of lemon juice 
2 Teaspoonfuls of mild vinegar 
1 Cupful of dried figs (washed 
and chopped) 
1 Teaspoonful of butter 


Combine the cornstarch, brown Sugar, 
salt, nutmeg, lemon rind and stir in the 
hot water. Add the lemon juice, vinegat 
and chopped figs and cook until the 
sauce is thickened and there is no tast¢ 
of raw starch. Remove from the heat 
and blend in the butter. Serve hot or 
cold with Soft Fig Gingerbread. Yield: 
about eight servings. 


Apple, Prune and Carrot Salad 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
6 Large prunes 
2 Firm red apples 
2Cr isp carrots 
4 Tablespoontuls of peanuts 
1 Tablespoonful of lemon juice 
Salad dressing or mayonnais¢ 


If prunes are rather dry, cover them 
with hot water and let stand for a few 
minutes to soften, then drain, rinse in 
cold water, pit and cut coarsely, using 
scissors. Do not pare the apples. Wash 
and dice them coarsely. Scrape and 
shred the carrots. Mix together, add the 
peanuts and lemon juice and enough 
salad dressing to moisten. Toss to- 
gether and serve in a bowl lined with 
greens. Yield: four to five servings. 
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Cake ina Jiffy .. 


Five minutes from Tilbest package 
to oven—result: the grandest cake 
you ever tasted—foolproof—de- 
licious every time! 

Tilbest Quick Mix favorites: 


White Cake — Spice Cake — Chocolate Cake 
Gingerbread — Pie Crust 
Tee Biscuit — Quick Muffin — Corn Muffin 
Weaffie — Doughnut — Cookie Mix 


“Tilbest 


Ask for it at your Grocers! 


THERE’S 


Send him back to his evening papers and let the 


dishes dry themselves, 


after a good hot rinse, 


by Jane Monteith 


CHORUS of, “We don’t like wash- 

ing dishes or cleaning up the 

kitchen or scrubbing the floor,” 

sounds all over Canada from 

Chatelaine’s Consumer Councillors. 
These are the pesky, messy jobs that 
must be done; there’s simply no way of 
getting out of them. But the Institute 
can offer some suggestions for making 
these tasks easier, less time-consuming, 
yet still efficiently performed. 

Washing dishes, oddly enough, is a 
chore that 14% of the Councillors do 
say they like. And it’s a fairly safe bet 
that these women don’t have maids, or 
machines, to do the work for them. They 
just like doing dishes! But the vast 
majority of women detest the job and, 
for them, any shortcut is a relief. 

The first rule should be to get at the 
dishes as soon as possible. The agony is 
only prolonged by waiting around for the 
evil hour. Besides, they’re easier to 
wash if they don’t stand. 

Speedy operation is the next essential. 
Clear the table, scrape and rinse the 
dishes, then stack them as you go. The 
preliminary rinse, even a cold one, is 
most important; it will cut washing time 
unbelievably. Be sure to use lots of hot 
water, a good mop or dishcloth (the 
new perforated paper squares are 
becoming popular ), then go at it at top 
speed—guarding against breakages of 
course, 

The new “soapless” detergents are at 
their best in the dishpan. They cut 
grease efficiently in hard or soft water so 
there is rarely any sign of that dis- 
agreeable curdy ring in pan or sink—one 
of the features of 
dishwashing. 

After the washing and hot 
invert the glasses and cups, and place the 


most unpleasant 


rinse, 


plates on end, in a wire or rubberized 
rack; then set to one side to dry in the 
air. You'll have to dry the silverware 
with a towel (made of linen if you can 
find one), but that takes only a minute 
or two. Make a habit of soaking pots 
and pans as soon as they’re emptied, for 
easier washing later. Or, better yet, 
wash them up as you go along, if you 
can find a minute during your table- 
setting and dinner preparation activities, 
Dry with a tea towel. 


Be a clock watcher! As you work in 
your own kitchen in your own particular 
setup, you'll find other little time-saving 
tricks that are preculiarly your own. 

General kitchen cleaning is a 
chore—hardly anyone likes it. But it 
must be done, and it’s only sensible to 
make it as easy for yourself as possible. 

Avoid muss in the first place, and 
you'll more than cut daily cleaning-up 
in half. Work on an out-spread news- 
paper when you prepare vegetables that 
have a large amount of inedible rind, 
leaves or seeds (squash, carrots-with- 
tops, cauliflower, etc.). Then bundle up 
the refuse (plus the outer sandy stuff 
that always shakes off) and dispose of it 
without further ado. Keep an open 
stout paper bag, a sink strainer, or 
paper-lined garbage disposal unit handy 
for the smaller waste, such as egg shells, 
orange rinds, gelatine envelopes, etc. 

Waxed paper will save washing up the 
counter, as well as extra bowls, when 
you’re sifting flour. A smaller square 
will protect your work counter from 
stains as you measure spices; any spilled 


Curlers and cold cream work on you while 
soap and water do a job on the floor, 


Oe 
“BREA 


Made the way you'd want to make it 
yourself... The finest juicy red flavor- 
full tomatoes, culled, cooked, and Oh- 
so-carefully seasoned to just the right 
piquancy. And that's the quality every- 
body wants, so ask your grocer for 


RT 
Beadle 


Another fine product from Winona in 
the heart of Niagara's Fruitlands. 


a Peta and Rose 


Spode Dinnerware patterns of 
consummate excellence, in an 
infinite variety of delicately 
hand painted florals... equally 
charming on lace oragainst the 
soft patina of polished wood. 
Ask your Spode dealer for the 
booklet: “How to Take Care of 
Spode . 
Wholesale Distributors 


Copeland & Duncan,Ltd. 





EXPORT 


CANADA'S FINEST 
CIGARETTE 
ful of ‘Vaseline’ Petro- 


ym 
3 leum Jelly to ease the 


irritation, soothe the dry tis- 
sues, subdue the coughing spasms. 
The dependable FIRST Aid for 


cuts, burns, bruises and 








Relief for 


RAW THROAT 


Take half a a 









+ 101 other home uses, 
Wee Keep it handy. 
on gine Jars 15¢, 20¢ and 30¢. 
Gen Tubes 20¢, 25¢ and 30¢. 


Vaseline 


PETROLEUM aan, 








+**ANO LOOK 
10 YEARS YOUNGER! 


Now, at home, you can quickly tint telitate gray to 
natural-appearing shades——from lightest blonde to dark- 
est black. Brownatone and a small brush does it—or your 
money back. Approved by thousands—Brownatone is 
guaranteed harmless when used as directed. No skin test 
needed. The principal coloring agent is a purely vege- 
table derivative with iron and copoee salts added for fast 
action. Cannot affect waving of hair, Lasting—does not 
wash out. Just brush or comb it in. One application 
imparts desired color. Simply retouch, as new gray & 
pears. Easy to prove on # test lock of your hair. 60¢ 
and $1.65 at druggists. Get BROW NATONE now, or 





The Kenton Pharmacal Co 
121 Brownatone Bidg., Covington, Kentucky 


‘Without obligation, please send me, free and post- 
paid, Test Bottie of BROW NATONE and Interesting 
lilustrated booklet. Check shade wanted: 


Blonde to Medium Brown Dark Brown to Black 


Name 


: . State * 
Print Your Name and Address 








spice can be poured back into its con- 
tainer later. (Make a funnel of the 
paper.) 

If you make a habit of placing a pie 

plate or small tray on your work counter 
(on which to place soiled spoons and 
other tools) you'll cut down on another 
cleanup job. The cake batter or gravy 
that is transferred from spoon to work 
space always dries on and sticks like 
glue; it’s much more easily removed 
from a pie plate than the table. 
A place for everything, and everything 
in its place, saves many a tidying-up 
session. Always replace each tool when 
finished using it, and there'll 
never be any clutter to deal with. 

And if you have an accident, wipe up 
the spillage immediately before it tracks 
into floor or is smeared into the counter. 
Another case of “a stitch in time...” 

The big cleanup jobs (cupboard and 
drawer tidying, and the like) are just 
plain work. One way of making them 
less painful, mentally, is to combine 
kitchen-beautifying with self-beautify- 
ing. The knowledge that you'll appear 
better (and not the proverbial wreck) 
at the end of one of these sessions takes 
a great deal of the sting out of the job. 

Unprotected hands suffer badly during 
dusting and paint-washing operations. 
So it’s a good idea to wear gloves (cotton 
ones for dusting, rubber if you’re using 
water). Smooth a generous quantity 
of cold cream on your hands before 
donning the gloves and you'll wind up 
with smoothies instead of dishpan hands. 
While you're at it, treat your face to a 
good coating of cream too. It'll protect 
your skin from dust and grime, and do 
it no end of good. Take this opportunity 
of putting your hair up in curlers, then 
tie a gay bandanna around it all. More 
protection, combined with an at- 
tractive cover-up for those most un- 
glamourous bobby-pins and curlers, 

It’ll take an extra 15 minutes or so 
for this preliminary beauty treatment, 
but the time could not be spent in a 
more worth-while occupation. 

Scrubbing the kitchen floor is the 
last, but by no means the least, of our 
Councillors’ three hates. Twenty-three 
per cent of them say they positively do 
not enjoy it. 

Here’s a place where equipment may 
save the day. A long-handled scrubbing 
brush, a pail with a good wringer for 
your wet-mop, and a weighted brush for 
polishing, will bring you from your knees 
No more sore knees and 


’ 
you've 


to your feet. 
aching backs! 

A waxed floor is easier to keep clean 
than an unwaxed one. Apply a thin 
coating of the wax, allow to dry 
thoroughly, then polish. A lamb’s wool 
cover for your waxer will give a beautiful 
sheen in the final polishing. Dirt doesn’t 
seem to “grind in” to a waxed floor; the 
odd spot can be rubbed up without 
scrubbing the whole floor, 

Another work saver is a coating of one 
of the new plastic varnishes on your 
floor—whether it’s wood, oilcloth or 
linoleum. The varnish must be applied 
to a wax-free surface but, once on, you 
may wax over it if you wish. Be sure to 
read the manufacturer’s directions before 
applying any plastic varnish, then follow 
them carefully. Several coats of the 
varnish (which dries very quickly) make 
a tough, very easily cleaned finish that 
can be “patched” if necessary without 
completely redoing the job. Light wash- 
ing with a cloth or wet mop will keep the 
finished floor spotless. # 
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HERE’S a great new washer, combining 
all the quality, dependability and solid 
value for which Westinghouse wash- 
ers have always been famous .. . with 
exclusive advantages that every woman 
wants. In safe, speedy washing action 
...in longer life for your clothes... in 
extra protection for you... in extra 
convenience and economy... you get 


MORE in this modern stream-lined 
Westinghouse . . . Canada’s 
newest washer ... all at a price A 
you can afford to pay! A 
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WASHES CLEANER 
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get out the most stub 
born dirt. 
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used fabrics prove 
clothes last longer. 


LASTS LONGER 
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workmanship assure 
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free service. 
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@ Nothing like Tender Leaf 
Tea to warm you up and cheer 
you up, to chase the tiredness 
away. It’s comfort in a cup in 
a hurry and famous for 
flavor! At your grocer's, in 
convenient size packages... 
and in “filter-type” tea 

balls. No specks; every cup 
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mother bought him, and she had to 
work and leave him, and he went to try 
to be a traffic cop . . .” 

“TI never called Elaine back at all,” 
her conscious mind reflected. “And I 
should have . . . Oh, Aunt Eunice and 
her Mrs. Doohicky could have got a lift 
with Elaine instead of taking the bus. 
Well, it’s too late now 4 

There were footsteps on the porch, 
and Jean reached mechanically for a wet 
cloth to wash Robin, straightened her 
own pinafore, ran to forestall the door- 
bell before it woke the babies. It would 
probably be Pete Lansing to argue som¢ 
more, but it wouldn’t do him any good. 

The front door swung open with a 
mighty sound. Jean shrieked, and her 
husband caught her and smothered the 
outcry against his lips. They stood 
clinging together, kissing, laughing, 
Jean crying. 

“*Bob—Bob—Bob— Bob. 
wonderful. Oh, darling!” 

He plucked children from all over 
him, patted them, kissed her again. 
From a room upstairs a shrill outcry 


The Future Mrs. Driscoll 
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Oh, how 


remembered that the girls’ social clubs 
hadn’t wanted Helen—they had voted 
her down because she wasn’t “cute,” 
because she was too “ bookish.” 

The house was very neat and clean, 
but everything—the furniture, the drap- 
eries, the pictures on the walls—was 
very cheap or makeshift. 

Helen came in from the kitchen 
wiping her hands on her apron. She was 
the same prim plain Helen of their high 
school days, wearing—Amy could have 
sworn—the same plain blue shirtwaist 
dress. Three children, two girls and a 
boy, followed her, also plain, also very 
neat and serious-faced in their staring 
at Amy. 

“It’s very nice to see you; won't you 
sit down?” said Helen stiffly and she 
held out her hand, brown, lean, big- 
knuckled, to Amy. But there was a 
frost in her voice that left Amy feeling a 
little uncomfortable, a little angry. 

‘Thank you,” said Amy. She sat 
down stiffly on the divan, and the 
children grouped themselves about their 
mother and stared at Amy with the 
consuming intent stare of children who 
are inspecting something new to their 
experience 

“Gosh,” said Jim easily, “but it’s 
good to see you, Amy. And you're 
looking great—isn’t she, Helen? How’s 
Dave? And the boys? You have two 
boys, haven't you?” 

But in spite of Jim’s affability, the 
conversation lagged and was stilted and 
awkward, held down by the cold dis- 
approving look of Helen, and Amy felt 
herself out of place in the room—too 
expensively 
minded. 

“*Tell me, Jim,” she said. “What are 
you doing now?” 

“Oh,” he said vaguely, “a little of 
everything.” 

‘Jim is out of work right now,” said 
Helen flatly. Her voice sounded defiant, 
as if Amy had been prying, trying to 


me 


dressed, too frivolous 


gathered volume, “Daddy! Hodaddad, 
Doody-Hodda F 

“Don’t go up yet, dearest, I have to 
treat Beth gently, she’s a Samson, Oh, 
darling, you didn’t stay for the big staff 
dinner?” 

“What dinner?” Bob’s thin, tired face 
was beaming with delight. ‘“Oh—oh, 
that thing. Say, Reynolds was fit to be 
tied—he was going to get a trip home 
to take some gadget back with him, and 
he’s counted on a week end at home for 
weeks, and now that screwball wife of his 
sent word she was driving over to join 
him for the bun-feed. He tried to stop 
her, but she hasn’t any sense. Oh, Jean, 
this wonderful house, the wonderful 
kids, the wonderful you. How’s it been, 
gal? Anything happening?” 

“Tell him how I got run over,” Robin 
implored. “Tell him how I was killed if 
it would of been me—” “Tell him about 
how I cut Maude’s head open, and they 
thought it would have to be sewed,” 
Sandy’s delicate little face glowed. 
“Hoddadad, Hoddadad—” “Hey,” a 
new voice bubbled, “ Hey, Hey—” 

“Lord,” Bob said again, “the blessed 
peace! Anything been happening here?” 

Jean stood on tiptoe and put her wet 
face against his. “Not a thing,” she said 
staunchly. “Not a single thing.” 


humiliate them, and Amy felt herself 
flushing, the warm wave of blood sweep- 
ing up over her throat and face. She 
had really forgotten that Jim was a 
genial numskull—that he had barely 
passed enough subjects to play football. 

“Well,” she said briskly after a few 
minutes, “I really must go.” She stood 
up, forcing herself to smile brightly. 
They followed her to the door—the 
smiling husband, the stern-faced wife, 
the wide-eyed children. She smiled at 
the boy. “What is your name?” 

The child looked at her solemnly. 
“Dave,” he said. ‘‘Dave Turner.” 

“Helen wanted to name him after 
Dave,” Jim said genially. “Dave's 
always been so swell to us both. Give 
him our love, will you?” 

Amy went quickly down the walk, her 
smile still stiff on her face. Well, she 
thought confusedly, a little angrily, as 
she walked, no wonder Dave likes a 
small town. In a little town Dave can 
really be a big shot! She walked 
hurriedly, somehow finding in the action 
relief for her anger. 

“Just a few minutes now, Mrs. 
Driscoll,” said the man at the garage, 
‘“‘and we'll have your car ready. And 
there’s a phone call for you, too.” 

‘“‘A phone call?” She looked at him 
wide-eyed. Surely not for her! Nobody 
she knew would be calling her here in 
Easterton. Perhaps—why did her heart 
beat so wildly—perhaps it was Dave 
calling her! Perhaps Dave wanted to 
tell her that he had changed his mind 
after all about going—that he wanted 
to stay here with her! 

But it wasn’t Dave, of course. She 
knew it even before she looked at the 
slip of paper with the number on it. For 
Dave wouldn’t know that she was here 
in Easterton. Dave thought she had 
gone to the city te see about a job. 

It was Edward Barnes. Just hearing 
his voice, clipped, precise, a little hard, 
brought up the complete picture of 
Edward himself at the other end of the 
line—his impeccably chosen clothes, his 
superciliously correct manner. 

“For heaven's sake, Amy,” he was 





saying crossly, “why in the world are 
you still in that little hick town? I’ve 
been trying for an hour to get that local 
operator to find you. I’ve got tickets 
for a play tonight, and I thought we 
could discuss the job at dinner.” 

“T had a little car trouble,” she told 
him. “It took me some time.” 

“You don’t sound very eager,” he 
said a little coldly. “Are you sure it’s 
car trouble you had?” 

4 “Of course I’m sure,” she said crossly. 
He was a little angry with her, but for 
the first time since she had met Edward 
Barnes, the sophisticated man of the 
world, she didn’t care if he was angry. 
Now she was annoyed herself. “ But I’ve 
changed my mind about the job,” she 
said slowly. “I don’t want a job now.” 

There was a pause before he said 
crisply, and she knew that he was angry, 
furiously angry, ““As you like.” And 
then there was the sharp click of the 
receiver. She sat a moment at the desk 
in the office of the garage staring un- 
secingly at a wall calendar. It wasn’t 
just a job that Edward Barnes was 
offering her. It was something else—an 
evil something else—an understanding 
that meant that if she took the job, she 
would divorce Dave and go to him, And 
she sat there and hated herself for that 
understanding, for knowing it existed. 
For Edward Barnes was a cruel and 
selfish man; what insensitive Roger 
Drake would destroy with a bludgeon, 
he would destroy with a rapier. 

“Your car’s ready, Mrs. Driscoll.” 

“Thank you,” she said, hardly cons- 
cious of paying her bill, of driving out on 
the street, the highway. All she wanted 
now was to get home, to get back home 
and think. To think what had happened 
to her this day, this mixed-up day of 
going back 15 years. 

It was dusk when she reached the 
house, when she drove into her own 
driveway. The lawn was clipped and 
neat and tidy—she had trained the boys 
never to play on the lawn, so they went 
elsewhere. Where were they now? They 
"| were supposed to be at a party at the 
© Andersons. But were they? The house 
© looked sombre, lonely, like a person who 
is shunned by others. For the first time 
since she had persuaded Dave to buy it, 
she didn’t feel proud of it. It looked 
alien to her—like an enemy. 

And suddenly she was anxious to see 
Dave—to find him, to talk with him, to 
listen. She wanted agonizingly, for the 
first time in her life, to listen to Dave. 
© What was it about Dave that she didn’t 
; know? That all the other people did? 
What was there about Dave that could 
© cause him to linger lovingly in the minds 
Sof people for 15 years—people who 
thought she was managing, selfish? 

She went quickly through the house, 
searching. But he wasn’t there, and for 
moment she had the sickening fear 
“that he had gone, that he had gone for 
“good without saying a word. It wouldn’t 
Ybe like Dave to go that way, but after all 
“did she know Dave? 

* She went through the kitchen, and 
hen out to the back lawn. There was 
light in the room above the garage. 



















She found herself trembling as she went 


ae 








“around to the side and started up the 
‘steps. It had been almost a year since 
he had been in the room above the 
arage where Dave worked sometimes, 
venings and afternoons. Why hadn’t 


) Bhe gone out more often to see what he 
was doing? What did Dave do anyway? 


ei 


he knew he was interested in experi- 





mental work with plants—what did he 
do in the room above the garage? 

_ At the top of the stairs she suddenly 
felt shy, afraid, and her knock was 
barely discernible to her own ears. 

And then she knocked again and 
there was Dave, standing  sturdily, 
stolidly against the light, his coat off, 
his sleeves rolled up, his pipe in his mouth. 

“Oh,” he said, and now that she was 
listening, she caught the downward 
inflection of his voice, “it’s you.” 

He doesn’t even want to see me, she 
thought, and the knowledge sent a little 
agonizing chill through her. He stepped 
aside and went back to the table where 
he bent over a microscope. She stood a 
moment looking at him, at the light 
shining on his brown hair, on his strong 
tanned forearms, not knowing what to 
say, how to begin. And then, because 
there seemed no best way to say it at all, 
she plunged into the words, stumbling, 
awkward. 

“Dave,” she said, and she was con- 
scious that her voice was harsh, “ Dave, I 
want to go out west with you. I want 
you to take me and the boys.” 

He looked up at her briefly, search- 
ingly, and then went back to adjusting 
the microscope. “What’s the matter?” 
he said. “ Barnes refuse you thejob?” 

“No, Dave,” she said, and her mouth 
felt dry and hot. “He offered me the 
job, But I said no. It’s just that I’ve 
been wrong, Dave—I’ve been selfish 
and demanding. It’s that I want to 
change. And I want the boys to grow 
up to be like you. I love you, Dave.” 


HE PUT the microscope aside and 
looked at her thoughtfully—had those 
lines in his forehead been there a long 
time? She had never noticed them 
before. She went up to him then and 
took his hand timidly, and she knew 
that her voice was pleading, was 
trembling. “‘Won’t you let me start over 
again, Dave? Won’t you help me?” 

For a moment she dared hope that he 
would take her in his arms, crush her to 
him and whisper that of course he would 
help her, that he loved her devotedly, 
that he always would. But he looked at 
her kindly, and then he pressed her hand 
a little and released it. 

“There’s nothing to help, Amy,” he 
said. “But of course I’m glad you and 
the boys will come with me.” He bent 
over the microscope again, occupied, 
frowning. | 

She stood a moment looking at him, 
tears forming in her eyes, burning her 
lids. And then determinedly she took 
off her hat and forced herself to smile, 
to keep her voice light. ‘‘Aren’t you 
hungry, darling? I'll fix something to 
eat, shall 1? And I'll bring it back up 
here on a tray where it will be cosy.” 

He looked up, surprised, and then a 
pleased smiled came to his face and a 
look of approval into his eyes. “Why, 
that would be nice, Amy,” he said 
gently. “I'd like that.” 

She turned then swiftly, so that he 
would not see the tears as they flooded 
her eyes and came rushing down her 
cheeks. I'll start over, she told herself 
determinedly as she went out into the 
cool night air and down the steps, I'll 
deserve to be Dave’s wife. She paused 
a moment to breathe in the fragrance of 
the honeysuckle that Dave had planted 
at the side of the garage. 

“To the future Mrs. Driscoll!” she 
told herself, and then she went briskly 
on into the kitchen. # 
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Two dessert sym- 
phonies, made 
delicious with 
Jell-O's “locked- 
in” flavor: Top 
— Raspberry 
Jell-O, half whip- 
ped, half plain, 
garnished with 
maraschino cher- 
ries (and mint, 
when available). 
Right — fresh 
oranges molded 
in sunshiny 


Orange Jell-O. 
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Jell-O Pudding favorites: 


Above — Mounds of 
whipped cream swirled 
on tempting, dark 
Jell-O Chocolate Pud- 
ding. Lefer — Rich 
Jell-O Butterscotch Pud- 
ding topped with 
crunchy nutmeats, 


S° LOVELY to look at, so good to eat — it’s no wonder folks 
feel that larger supplies of those delicious Jell-O Puddings... 
and sparkling, colorful Jell-O ... are mighty welcome! 


Yes, we're making more of those wonderful Jell-O desserts, fast as 
we can. There’s enough for you to give your family a treat now 
and then. Either serve them plain, or in one of the delightful 
variations suggested here or on the packages. Look for your favorite 
Jell-O desserts at your grocer's, 


Products of General Foods 






Whats tound only in Jello ? 
That “locked-in” Jell-O Flavor ! 
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@ Nothing like Tender Leaf 
Tea to warm you up and cheer 
you up, to chase the tiredness 
away. It's comfort in a cup in 
a hurry and famous for 
flavor! At your grocer's, in 
convenient size packages... 
and in “filter-type” tea 

balls. No specks; every cup 


crystal clear, 


Ne’er Met With Elsewhere 


Continued from page 35 


mother bought him, and she had to 
work and leave him, and he went to try 
to be a traffic cop . . .” 

“T never called Elaine back at all,” 
her conscious mind reflected. “And I 
should have . . . Oh, Aunt Eunice and 
her Mrs. Doohicky could have got a lift 
with Elaine instead of taking the bus. 
Well, it’s too late now...” 

There were footsteps on the porch, 
and Jean reached mechanically for a wet 
cloth to wash Robin, straightened her 
own pinafore, ran to forestall the door- 
bell before it woke the babies. It would 
probably be Pete Lansing to argue some 
more, but it wouldn’t do him any good. 

The front door swung open with a 
mighty sound. Jean shrieked, and her 
husband caught her and smothered the 
outcry against his lips. They stood 
clinging together, kissing, laughing, 
Jean crying. 

““Bob—Bob—Bob— Bob. 
wonderful. Oh, darling!” 

He plucked children from all over 
him, patted them, kissed her again. 
From a room upstairs a shrill outcry 


Oh, how 


The Future Mrs. Driscoll 


Continued from page 26 


remembered that the girls’ social clubs 
hadn’t wanted Helen—they had voted 
her down because she wasn’t “cute,” 
because she was too “ bookish.” 

The house was very neat and clean, 
but everything—the furniture, the drap- 
eries, the pictures on the walls—was 
very cheap or makeshift. 

Helen came in from the kitchen 
wiping her hands on her apron. She was 
the same prim plain Helen of their high 
school days, wearing—Amy could have 
sworn—the same plain blue shirtwaist 
dress. Three children, two girls and a 
boy, followed her, also plain, also very 
neat and serious-faced in their staring 
at Amy. 

“It’s very nice to see you; won’t you 
sit down?” said Helen stiffly and she 
held out her hand, brown, lean, big- 
knuckled, to Amy. But there was a 
frost in her voice that left Amy feeling a 
little uncomfortable, a little angry. 

‘Thank you,” said Amy. She sat 
down stiffly on the divan, and the 
children grouped themselves about their 
mother and stared at Amy with the 
consuming intent stare of children who 
are inspecting something new to their 
experience 

“Gosh,” said Jim easily, “but it’s 
good to see you, Amy. And you're 
looking great—isn’t she, Helen? How’s 
Dave? And the boys? You have two 
boys, haven’t you?” 

But in spite of Jim’s affability, the 
conversation lagged and was stilted and 
awkward, held down by the cold dis- 
approving look of Helen, and Amy felt 
herself out of place in the room—too 
expensively dressed, too 
minded. 

“Tell me, Jim,” she said. “What are 

oer 


frivolous 


you doing now 
“Oh,” he said vaguely, “a little of 
everything.” 
“Jim is out of work right now,” said 
Helen flatly. Her voice sounded defiant, 
as if Amy had been prying, trying to 


gathered volume, “Daddy! Hodaddad, 
Doody-Hodda re 

“Don’t go up yet, dearest, I have to 
treat Beth gently, she’s a Samson. Oh, 
darling, you didn’t stay for the big staff 
dinner?” 

“What dinner?” Bob’s thin, tired face 
was beaming with delight. “Oh- oh, 
that thing. Say, Reynolds was fit to be 
tied—he was going to get a trip home 
to take some gadget back with him, and 
he’s counted on a week end at home for 
weeks, and now that screwball wife of his 
sent word she was driving over to join 
him for the bun-feed. He tried to stop 
her, but she hasn’t any sense. Oh, Jean, 
this wonderful house, the wonderful 
kids, the wonderful you. How’s it been, 
gal? Anything happening?” 

“Tell him how I got run over,” Robin 


implored. “Tell him how I was killed if 


it would of been me—” “Tell him about 
how I cut Maude’s head open, and they 
thought it would have to be sewed,” 
Sandy’s delicate little face glowed. 
“‘Hoddadad, Hoddadad—” “Hey,” a 
new voice bubbled, “ Hey, Hey—” 
“Lord,” Bob said again, “the blessed 
peace! Anything been happening here?” 
Jean stood on tiptoe and put her wet 
face against his. “Not a thing,” she said 
staunchly. “Not a single thing.” 


humiliate them, and Amy felt herself 


flushing, the warm wave of blood sweep- 
ing up over her throat and face. She 
had really forgotten that Jim was a 
genial numskull—that he had _ barely 
passed enough subjects to play football. 

“Well,” she said briskly after a few 
minutes, “I really must go.” She stood 
up, forcing herself to smile brightly. 
They followed her to the door—the 
smiling husband, the stern-faced wife, 
the wide-eyed children. She smiled at 
the boy. “What is your name?” 

The child looked at her solemnly. 
“Dave,” he said. ‘Dave Turner.” 

“Helen wanted to name him after 
Dave,” Jim said genially. “Dave's 
always been so swell to us both. Give 
him our love, will you?” 

Amy went quickly down the walk, her 
smile still stiff on her face. Well, she 
thought confusedly, a little angrily, as 
she walked, no wonder Dave likes a 
small town. In a little town Dave can 
really be a big shot! She walked 
hurriedly, somehow finding in the action 
relief for her anger. 

“Just a few minutes now, Mrs. 
Driscoll,” said the man at the garage, 
“‘and we'll have your car ready. And 
there’s a phone call for you, too.” 

“A phone call?” She looked at him 
wide-eyed. Surely not for her! Nobody 
she knew would be calling her here in 
Easterton. Perhaps—why did her heart 
beat so wildly—perhaps it was Dave 
calling her! Perhaps Dave wanted to 
tell her that he had changed his mind 
after all about going—that he wanted 
to stay here with her! 

But it wasn’t Dave, of course. She 
knew it even before she looked at the 
slip of paper with the number on it. For 
Dave wouldn’t know that she was here 
in Easterton. Dave thought she had 
gone to the city to see about a job. 

It was Edward Barnes. Just hearing 
his voice, clipped, precise, a little hard, 
brought up the complete picture of 
Edward himself at the other end of the 
line—his impeccably chosen clothes, his 
superciliously correct manner. 

“For heaven's sake, Amy,” he was 

























































saying crossly, “why in the world are 
you still in that little hick town? I’ve 
been trying for an hour to get that local 
operator to find you. I’ve got tickets 
for a play tonight, and I thought we 
could discuss the job at dinner.” 

“T had a little car trouble,” 
him. “It took me some time.” 

“You don’t sound very eager,” he 
said a little coldly. “Are you sure it’s 
car trouble you had?” 

“Of course I’m sure,” she said crossly. 
He was a little angry with her, but for 
the first time since she had met Edward 
Barnes, the sophisticated man of the 
world, she didn’t care if he was angry. 
Now she was annoyed herself. “ But I’ve 
changed my mind about the job,” she 
said slowly. ‘I don’t want a job now.” 

There was a pause before he said 
crisply, and she knew that he was angry, 
furiously angry, “As you like.” And 
then there was the sharp click of the 
receiver, She sat a moment at the desk 
in the office of the garage staring un- 
seeingly at a wall calendar. It wasn’t 
just a job that Edward Barnes was 
offering her. It was something else—an 
evil something else—an understanding 
that meant that if she took the job, she 
would divorce Dave and go to him. And 
she sat there and hated herself for that 
understanding, for knowing it existed, 
For Edward Barnes was a cruel and 
selfish man; what insensitive Roger 
Drake would destroy with a bludgeon, 
he would destroy with a rapier. 

“Your car’s ready, Mrs. Driscoll.” 

“Thank you,” she said, hardly cons- 
cious of paying her bill, of driving out on 
the street, the highway. All she wanted 
now was to get home, to get back home 
and think. To think what had happe ned 
to her this day, this mixed-up day of 
going back 15 years. 

It was dusk when she reached the 
house, when she drove into her own 
driveway. The lawn was clipped and 
neat and tidy—she had trained the boys 
never to play on the lawn, so they went 
elsewhere. Where were they now? They 
were supposed to be at a party at the 
Andersons. But were they? The house 
looked sombre, lonely, like a person who 
is shunned by others. For the first time 
since she had persuaded Dave to buy it, 
she didn’t feel proud of it. It looked 
alien to her—like an enemy. 

And suddenly she was anxious to see 
Dave-—to find him, to talk with him, to 
listen. She wanted agonizingly, for the 
first time in her life, to listen to Dave. 
What was it about Dave that she didn’t 
know? That all the other people did? 
What was there about Dave that could 
cause him to linger lovingly in the minds 
of people for 15 years—people who 
thought she was managing, selfish? 

She went quickly through the house, 
searching. But he wasn’t there, and for 
a moment she had the sickening fear 
that he had gone, that he had gone for 
good without saying a word. It wouldn’t 
be like Dave to go that way, but after all 
did she know Dave? 

She went through the kitchen, and 
then out to the back lawn. There was 
a light in the room above the garage. 
She found herself trembling as she went 
around to the side and started up the 
steps. It had been almost a year since 
she had been in the room above the 
garage where Dave worked sometimes, 
evenings and afternoons. Why hadn’t 
she gone out more often to see what he 
was doing? What did Dave do anyway? 
She knew he was interested in experi- 


she told 


mental work with plants—what did he 
do in the room above the garage? 

At the top of the stairs she suddenly 
felt shy, afraid, and her knock was 
barely disce rnible to her own ears. 

And then she knocked again and 
there was Dave, standing sturdily, 
stolidly against the light, his coat off, 
his sleeves rolled up, his pipe in his mouth. 

“Oh,” he said, and now that she was 
listening, she caught the downward 
inflection of his voice, “it’s you.” 

He doesn’t even want to see me, she 
thought, and the knowledge sent a little 
agonizing chill through her. He stepped 
aside and went back to the table where 
he bent over a microscope. She stood a 
moment looking at him, at the light 
shining on his brown hair, on his strong 
tanned forearms, not knowing what to 
And then, because 
there seemed no best way to say it at all, 
she plunged into the words, stumbling, 
awkward, 

“Dave,” she said, and she was con- 
scious that her voice was harsh, “ Dave, I 
want to go out west with you. I want 
you to take me and the boys.” 

He looked up at her briefly, search- 
ingly, and then went back to adjusting 
the microscope. “‘What’s the matter?” 
he said. “ Barnes refuse you thejob?” 

“No, Dave,” she said, and her mouth 
felt dry and hot. “He offered me the 
job, But I said no. It’s just that I’ve 
been wrong, Dave—I’ve been selfish 
and demanding. It’s that I want to 
change. And I want the boys to grow 
up to be like you. I love you, Dave.” 


say, how to begin. 


HE PUT the microscope aside and 
looked at her thoughtfully—had those 
lines in his forehead been there a long 
time? She had never noticed them 
before. She went up to him then and 
took his hand timidly, and she knew 
that her voice was pleading, was 
trembling. “Won’t you let me start over 
again, Dave? Won’t you help me?” 

For a moment she dared hope that he 
would take her in his arms, crush her to 
him and whisper that of course he would 
help her, that he loved her devotedly, 
that he always would. But he looked at 
her kindly, and then he pressed her hand 
a little and released it. 

“There’s nothing to help, Amy,” he 
said. “But of course I’m glad you and 
the boys will come with me.” He bent 
over the microscope again, occupied, 
frowning. 

She stood a moment looking at him, 
tears forming in her eyes, burning her 
lids. And then determinedly she took 
off her hat and forced herself to smile, 
to keep her voice light. “‘Aren’t you 
hungry, darling? I'll fix something to 
eat, shall 1? And I'll bring it back up 
here on a tray where it will be cosy.” 

He looked up, surprised, and then a 
pleased smiled came to his face and a 
look of approval into his eyes. “Why, 
that would be nice, Amy,” he said 
gently. “I'd like that.” 

She turned then swiftly, so that he 
would not see the tears as they flooded 
her eyes and came rushing down her 
cheeks, I'll start over, she told herself 
determinedly as she went out into the 
cool night air and down the steps, I’Il 
deserve to be Dave’s wife. She paused 
a moment to breathe in the fragrance of 
the honeysuckle that Dave had planted 
at the side of the garage. 

“To the future Mrs. Driscoll!” she 
told herself, and then she went briskly 
on into the kitchen. # 
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We the People 


Continued from page 7 


had been molested previously, and they 
had said nothing about it because they 
felt ashamed. 

usually makes 
unsuccessful attempts 
before he tracks down a victim,” said a 
police officer, “and if we knew of these 
the moment they were discovered, we 
could often avert the deeper tragedy 
that is almost certainly destined to 
follow. Parents must accept as the 


“The sex criminal 


three or four 


gravest responsibility the giving of such 
information to police, if they want sex 


crime stopped. 


The Public’s Responsibility 


“My wife and I used to think this 
wasn’t a general problem— it was purely 
the responsibility of individual parents,” 
a well-known professional man reported. 
““We continued to believe it, too, after 


We planned 


and studied so that we could teach her 


our daughter was born. 


about life so normally and gradually 
that nothing would come as a shock 
yet she would be prepared to cope with 
any dangers.” 

“You see,” he went on, though reluc- 
tantly, “we hadn’t thought about other 
children not receiving such instruction 
and information from (heir parents. 
Instruction that might have been effec- 
tive in restraining the teen-age boy who 
attempted to assault our little girl when 
she was three years old.” 

This man considers the sexual psycho- 
path a public problem now. So do the 
thousands of parents who have been 
faced with hysterical children subjected 
to everything from indecent exposure 
to attempted assault. Or worse. 

“Take my friend Ed,” one psychia- 
trist related. “‘Ed was driving along a 
country road one day when he came 
suddenly upon an exhibitionist not fat 
from a school where the children were 
coming out. He mentioned it to me as a 
shocking thing, knowing | was studying 
sex crime. 

“**Did the police get him when you 
reported?’ I asked. Ed shuffled from 
one foot to the other. ‘Well, as a matter 
of fact, I was a long way from home and 
didn’t want to get mixed up in anything. 
I figured it would be a pretty nasty 
business, if I got called into court.’ Then 
he added, as though going back to a 
thought I had interrupted, ‘ But this ts a 
shameful thing to be going on in a 
respectable Canadian community, and 
they’ve got to do something about it.’ ” 

W hether or not you have children, 
wherever you are in this country, report 
anything of this sort to the nearest police 
at once. A child’s life may depend on it. 

“Some citizens still feel they are 
unnecessarily bothering police if a 
report turns out to be a false alarm,” a 
police officer said. “Any evidence or 
suggestion of questionable behavior in 
the neighborhood should be reported 


promptly day or night. The polic« 
department is a 24-hour-a-day proposi- 
tion—not just a night shift.” 

Never, added this man, neglect to 
investigate what sounds like a scream, a 
groan or an unusual noise on the street. 
“Over and over again, near the scene of 
some brutal sex attack, a householder 
will say ‘I thought I heard a scream or a 
scuffle, but decided it was just an 


animal, and didn’t go out.’” It was an 


animal—more dangerous than any beast 
of the jungle—and its helpless prey 
might have been rescued. And suppose 
you do accost a suspicious-looking man 
with a child, and are told to mind your 
own business by an irate father. One 
time out of 10 it might be very much 
your business. It’s worth it. 

Finally, as a citizen, you can press for 
better illumination in badly lighted 
districts where, as you know, most ol 
such attacks occur. 


Can We Change the Law? 


The foregoing are the preventive 
measures—the precautions we must take 
while the Criminal Code is being re- 
examined, and public pressure continued 
for its revision. 

At this writing, legal opinions differ 
as to the best method of assuring the 
detention of the sexual psychopath 
until he can be cured. Best 
legislation yet 
some Canadian legal experts 
recently put into effect by the State of 


or unless 
according to 
is that 


devised 


Massachusetts. It provides that “ per- 
sons who, by an habitual course of mis- 
conduct in sexual matters, have 
evidenced an utter lack of power to 
control their sexual impulses and who, 
as a result, are likely to attack or other- 
wise inflict injury, loss, pain or other 
evil on the objects of their uncontrolled 
and uncontrollable desires” shall be 
treated as insane persons. Such persons 
may be brought to court—on a public 
complaint 
found to be warranted 
judge and, if desirable, a jury. The judge 
may at his discretion exclude the general 
public. Two psychiatrists are called in 


which is investigated and 
to be tried by a 


to examine the accused, and if he is 
found guilty by the judge (or jury) he is 
committed to the Department of Mental 
Health to be placed in a proper institu- 
tion. Here he is to be treated until he is 
considered fit for release. 

At that time—when, according to 
medical and psychiatric opinion, he is 
again acceptable as a public citizen—a 
second hearing is held in court 
before a judge or jury. They must 


again 


decide whether or not he is ready for 
release. As an added safeguard to the 
accused, he or his relatives may at any 
time during his detention in the institu- 
tion demand an examination for dis- 
charge, and within 21 days the petition 
must be granted, and a hearing given. 
Meanwhile, regular annual reports arc 
presented to the court on the condition 
of the man confined. 

This law would offer some difficulties 
here, since sex crimes come under 
Federal jurisdiction, while insanity is 
dealt with provincially. And there arc 
those in Massachusetts who say it is too 
ponderous and involved to work satis- 
factorily. To the average Canadian, 
unversed in legal machinery, the main 
point is that the magistrate, somehow, 
be given power to impose sentence of 
“indefinite” length. That is, until the 
criminal is adjudged by psychiatrists 
safe for release. 

You don’t have to be a court official to 
know with what disastrous regularity 
the sex criminal returns again and again 
for sentence. Each release from a peni- 
tentiary looses upon the public a lurking 
danger of horrible and all too predictable 
potentialities. That would be brought 
home to you vividly if you sat—as this 
writer did—watching a Chief of Police 
in one large Canadian city leaf through 
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yellow crime sheets to check on some 
data. Some of the sheets had long, some 
short, lists of offenses recorded. One or 
two were those of sex criminals whose 
names have made weeks of headline 
news—and whose sordid and appalling 
list of convictions was written off with 
the closing line, ‘Sentenced to be 
executed on...” Even more frighten- 
ing were the uncompleted lists—the 
ones with space for the convictions yet 
to come that will probably add to public 
tragedy and suffering on each release 
of the prisoner, 

Yes, the sexual psychopath must be 
apprehended and removed from society. 
But the tricky legal machinery can only 
be worked out by experts. Togive citizens 
generally—or even trained police—a free 
hand in deciding whether or not an 
individual is a menace 
business. 


is dangerous 


“The public is shocked to discover 
that the police know of large numbers 
of sex perverts of one kind and another, 
at large in their areas,” said one officer. 
“They demand that we herd them all in 
and lock them up. As the law stands at 
present, police have no authority to 
arrest individuals unless they are be- 
lieved to have committed a crime or 
broken the law. And however important 
it is that we track down the potential 
sex criminal as well as the one charged 
with an offense, we must be careful not 
to remove safeguards of individual 
liberty, and involve innocent people. 


You may be sure there will be malicious 

individuals who would try to do that.” 
And he added grimly, “I hope we’re 

not going lynching in this country, yet.” 


Is There a Cure? 


All along the line—from the most 
uninformed citizen to the most highly 
skilled expert—it is agreed that the sex 
psychopath is a mentally diseased 
individual with a degenerate personality. 
So he must be given treatment. And 
the public hue and cry is for everything 
from the psychoanalyst’s couch to the 
drastic operation of castration. 

“They” are supposed to decide. But 
because the study of sex deviation and 
the whole field of treatment of such 
personality problems is so relatively 
new, the handful of men and women in 
this country doing research on the 
subject are themselves baffled in many 
respects. And certainly far from 
unanimous in any accepted methods. 
Even the basic sexual 
psychopath’s “brainstorm” or “‘mental 
explosion” which causes him to maim 
and kill as well as rape or otherwise 
attack his victim, are still a matter of 
some disagreement. Are the horrible 
urges uncontrollable? No, say some 
psychiatrists, who point out that the 
degenerate controls them so long as 
there is a policeman about—or until 
conditions for the attack present them- 
Confessions of criminals or 
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WHAT SCIENCE IS DOING 


PNEUMONIA DEATH RATE 


Before 1930, pneumonia stood 

among the first three causes of 
death. Once the disease struck, careful 
nursing and the use of oxygen were 
about the only ways of fighting it. The 
death rate was about 83 per 100,000. 





WHAT YOU 


Try to avoid catching a cold. If 
you keep your general level of health 
high, especially during the “pneumonia 
months” of January, February, and 
March, you won’t be as susceptible to 
colds or pneumonia. Be careful to dress 
warmly when you go out, and try to 
avoid people who cough or sneeze care- 
lessly. It is estimated that 9 out of 10 
pneumonia cases start with a cold. 


If you get a cold—take care of it! 
You will protect yourself from possible 
pneumonia, and you'll protect others 
from your infection. Stay home and 
rest if you can. If you must go out, 


To learn more about how you can 
guard against colds, pneumonia, and 
influenza, send for Metropolitan's free 
booklet, “Respiratory Diseases.” Ad- 
dress your request to Booklet Dept. 
18-L, Canadian Head Office, Ottawa. 
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* From 1930 to 1938, serum treat- 
ment for the most common forms of 
pneumonia was started and developed. 
This involved, first, laboratory analysis 
to determine the particular type of the 
disease and, second, administering a 
serum known to combat the disease if 
it were one of certain types. Pneu- 
monia’s death rate dropped, and in 
1938 was about 67 per 100,000. 


From 1938 on, modern medical 

science has scored one of its most 
dramatic successes. First the sulfa 
drugs, then penicillin and streptomycin 
have proved effective in combating 
many types of pneumonia. While the 
death rate from pneumonia had been 
reduced to less than 40 per 100,000 in 
1946, this disease is still a frequent 
cause of death, 


CAN 00 


keep warm and dry. Eat lightly, and 
drink plenty of fruit juices and other 
liquids. When your children have colds, 
keep them at home to protect their 
health and that of their classmates. 


~ 

If your cold hangs on, or if your 
temperature goes up, or if any other 
unusual symptoms appear, go to bed 
and call your doctor at once! It may be 
only a severe cold, but if it should be 
pneumonia, or influenza, or some other 
illness that starts like a cold, your best 
chance for rapid recovery comes from 
prompt diagnosis and immediate medi- 
cal and nursing care. 
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attempts on their own part to explain 
behavior, often insist that they find 
themselves completely incompetent to 
control such urges. These are matters 
for the medical men to decide—but it 
does indicate the lack of definite knowl- 
edge on the whole subject. 

Can anything be done by glandular 
treatment or the injection of sex hor- 


mones? 


Again there is disagreement. 
Many medical men feel there is hope in 
this direction—a field also in the earliest 
Stages of experimentation. — Psychia- 
trists are inclined to say no—the whole 
matter is one of personality, must be 
approached mentally and emotionally, 
One thing the specialists do know 
that neither of the suggested operations, 
castration or the less drastic steriliza- 
tion, would cure the sex psychopath 
makes 
procreation impossible—does not affect 
the sex urge. Castration—tried by Nazi 
Germany for “treatment” of political as 
well as criminal prisoners—was believed 
to have transmuted the sex drive to 


The latter operation merely 


other forces. It increased bitterness of 
the individual toward society, and 
stimulated the urge to murder. 

Through funds subscribed by the 
Toronto Kiwanis Club, Canadian psy- 
chiatrists are studying clinics in the 
United States. Best known of these is 
the year-old Quaker Clinic in New York 
City, to which sex offenders from New 
York criminal courts are sent for treat- 
ment. Here psychiatrists are working 
again, almost experimentally—with the 
aid of clergy of various denominations. 
Some cures are believed to have been 
effected. 

But Canada’s handful of able psychia- 
trists are swamped in their present 
work of caring for the insane, and other 
problems of mental health. Who is to 
staff the clinic or institution which is to 


be set up, and where will it be? Although 
sex crimes coming before courts in 
Canada represent only from six to 10% 
of all offenses, it is suspected that the 
number of such cases is far greater, 
because so many are never reported, 
never investigated. 

Meanwhile, the recent change of 
personnel in the Canadian Penitentiary 
Commission—with — psychiatrists — and 
educationists added to the Commission 

is a good omen for better handling of 
the sex criminal in present penitentiaries, 

The recently vitalized Canadian Penal 
Association is making a special study of 
the treatment of sex offenders in 
Canada. Police departments every- 
where—newly alerted to the situation 
by public pressure and increasing 
offenses, are trying to effect a system of 
communication by which they can learn 
from penitentiaries of the release of sex 
offenders to their areas. The Toronto 
School Board has initiated a special 
series of lectures to a group of teachers 
who will act as advisors and councillors 
in high schools. Courses in health and 
physical education are carrying more 
and more sex education material, The 
school is becoming aware of its import- 
ance in training, realizing that group 
acceptance—always a high point among 
adolescents—ol social behavior can be 
made lastingly effective for the indivi- 
dual. 

The Canadian Medical Association 
has circularized its membership asking 
for suggestions and advice (particularly 
in the fields of psychiatry, urology and 
endocrinology) that might contribute 
to a solution. 

And the public is realizing that no 
home in this country has bars and locks 
strong enough to protect any individual 
child; The war is on; Canadians are 
determined that the war will be won. 


How vou can fight Sex Crime 


— to the Canadian Penal Association, 340 Jarvis 
Street, Toronto, Ontario, for the report (now in prep- 
aration) of the Preliminary Study Committee Re Treatment 
of the Sex Offender. Ask for other useful material on 
sex psychopaths for study and discussion in your clubs 
and community groups. (Your local public library may 


also have material). 


Urge your Member of Parliament (Federal) to support 
changes in the Criminal Code that will secure detention 
of the convicted sex criminal until — or unless — he is 


safe to be at large. 


Study preventive measures (read this article) as ad- 
vised by psychiatrists, welfare workers, police authorities, 
and legal experts, and carry them through. 


Learn the basic facts of sex degeneracy and what can 
— and cannot — be done, so that you will be properly 


informed. 


Stay on the job and tum your concern into practical 


channels. 


Take your full responsibility as a citizen in co-operat- 
ing with police and court authorities whenever necessary. 
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by Elizabeth Chant Robertson, M.D. 


our Questions: Our Answers 


How often should a baby be 
weighed? 

If your baby is well and if you have 
scales in your own home, it is best to 
weigh him once a week when he is under 
six months of age. From then on until 
he is a year old, once every two weeks 
is sufficient. Weighing him every month 
is enough during his second year. The 
beam type of scale is the best. He should 
be weighed when he is undressed, prefer- 
ably just before you bathe him. For 
older babies it is safer to have someone 
on hand to help you keep him quiet 
when you are weighing him. If for any 
reason your baby is not doing as well as 
he should, your doctor may ask you to 
weigh him oftener. 


Why doesn’t my child gain as 
quickly as other children? 

The fact that your child is not gaining 
as quickly as another child of his age 
does not mean that he is not healthy. 
If his color is good and if he is active, 
happy, hungry and sleeping well, you 
have little to worry about. A reasonable 
gain in weight is sufficient. You should 
not want your child to become overly 
fat as that is a disadvantage to him 
both from the physical and the psy- 
chological point of view. 


My child uses his left hand regularly 
what should I do about it? 
Don’t do anything. Let him use his 
left hand. 


My child uses both his hands 

equally well—what should I do? 
Teach him to use his right hand, 

because this is a right-handed world. 


My child seems to be slow in devel- 
oping—what can I do about it? 

There are a number of causes of slow 
development. For instance a prolonged 
illness will delay his progress. If you 
are worried about your child’s develop- 
ment you should have a child expert 
examine him. 


Should I bathe my baby in the 
morning or the evening? 

He should be bathed before a meal, 
but it can be done either before his 10 
a.m. feeding or his six p.m. feedin.g 
When your baby is young it is probably 
best to bathe him in the morning when 
you are less tired. Later on you can 
bathe him in the evening if that time 
suits you better. 


Should he have a tub bath when he 
has a cold? 

No. A baby with a cold should be 
given a sponge bath instead. When 
giving him a sponge bath he should be 
well wrapped up in a thick, large towel 
and small parts of him should be washed 
in turn. 


Is it safe to use a diaper service? 

It is quite all right to do so, provided 
they are inspected by your local health 
authorities. Such a service costs a 
considerable amount, but it saves you 
a good deal of time and effort. 


What clothes should a young baby 
wear? Should he wear a band? 

A band is only necessary until the 
umbilical cord has dropped off. Nowa- 
days wide strips of sterilized gauze 
are used for this purpose. After that 
time, the regular costume for a young 
baby consists of a shirt, diaper and 
nightgown. A sweater is added if more 
warmth All baby clothes 
should be simple, light and loose. 


is needed, 


Should my baby wear a woollen 
shirt? 

Usually cotton shirts are just as good, 
They are easier to wash and most 
doctors prefer them. Silk-and-wool or 
cotton-and-wool shirts may be used in 
the winter. 


What are the best types of diapers 
to use? 

Either birds-eye cotton or flannelette 
diapers are good. The newer gauze 
variety is very satisfactory. They are 
more expensive, but you need fewer of 
them as they are so easily washed and 
they dry so quickly. 


When does a baby need shoes? 

He doesn’t need them until he begins 
to stand. They should have firm but 
flexible soles and should be about a 
half inch longer than his feet. Either 
high shoes or low shoes are satisfactory. 


What clothes should a baby wear at 
night? 

He should wear a nightgown, diaper 
and shirt in the cooler weather, plus a 
sweater if he keeps his arms and shoul- 
ders out of the covers. On chilly nights 
you may even have to put mittens on 
his hands if he won’t keep them under 
the covers. On very warm nights a 
thin nightgow n and a 
sufficient. 


diaper arc 


Could you suggest menus for a child 
15 months old? Some days he seems 
indifferent to food, and I feel he 
needs more variety. 

Below, we list menus commonly 
recommended for children 15 to 18 
months old. You would be wise to giv 
your baby only a teaspoonful of a new 
food on the first day. If he takes it 
readily you can increase the amount 
other days up to that given in the list, 
If he is hesitant about it, just give him 
the one teaspoonful until he becomes 
accustomed to it. Teach him to eat 
only one new food at a time. Then add 
another. 

I hope he has already learned to use 
a spoon, as that will increase his interest 


and children.” 





HEN your baby’s happy 

smiles change into sleep- 
less tears and bad temper 
because of “Childhood Con- 
stipation”’ . . . you’ll be a wise 
mother if you do this: 


Give him Castoria. It works 
thoroughly and effectively. Yet 
it’s so gentle, it won’t upset his 
sensitive digestive system. 


Unlike adult laxatives — 
which may be too harsh — 
Castoria is specially made for 
children. It contains no harsh 
drugs, and will not cause grip- 
ing or discomfort. 


CASTORIA 


The SAFE laxative 
made especially for children 
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When baby’s bad temper means 


“Childhood Constipation” 


“Ht’s the laxative made especially for infants 


And Castoria has such a 
pleasing taste that children 
really love it. They take it 
gladly, without any struggle. 


Get Castoria at your neighbor- 
hood drugstore today. Be sure to 
ask for the laxative made 
especially for children. 


As Wee Cantirin, 
CAUSE Bripien 


SO chever yours. 
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@ Mummy always does my 
hair like this for dress-up 
parties and everyone ad- 
mires my pretty curls. 


@ Curls are fun to make— 
now every little girl can 
have them. My hair used to 
be straight before Mummy 
started using Nestle Baby 
Hair Treatment every time 
I had my bath. 


@ Silky curls and ringlets 
come easy with Nestle Baby 
Hair Treatment. It's sold 
at every drug store and it 
works every time. 


Vestle c 


BABY HAIR TREATMENT FOR 100 
J TREATMENTS! 
$1.25 BOTTLE MAKES ONE QUART 


2 WAYS to earn EXTRA MONEY 


If you will send your name and address TODAY to Fidelity Moneymakers Club, 
you will receive full information by return mail about their two plans for 
earning money in your spare time 
No previous experience is necessary 
city, town and village in Canada. 

Write NOW to: 
FIDELITY MONEYMAKERS CLUB, 210 Dundes Street W., 


Opportunities in every 


Dept. 2W, TORONTO 2, Conade 


KONERAY 


Registered 


PLEATED SKIRTS 


Trade Enquiries: please cable ‘ Gor-ray’ Wesdo London 
Sole Manufacturers: Gor-ray Ltd 107 New Bond Street London WI England 


i= eating. When he gets tired toward 
the end of the meal, you can of course 
|help with another spoon. No doubt he 
is drinking from a cup. He should have 
and it is 
| best to put just a small amount of milk 


ja small steady cup or glass, 


In it, so as to reduce spilling. 


Diet for a child 
15 to 18 months old 


7 to 8 a.m. 
(1) 2 to 4 rounded tablespoonfuls of 
precooked baby cereal or cooked 
‘ ° F I 
cereal (choice of rolled oats, rolled 
wheat, wheat germ cereal), served 


with 2 to 3 ounces of milk (boiled 


in summer), but no suga.. 


I 
2) 8 ounces ot pasteurized milk 


boiled as well in summer). 


A small piece of crisp, lean back 


bacon may be given 2 or 3 times 
a week. 

(4) 1 piece of toast or zwieback with 
very little butter, or 2 baby 


piscults, 


9 to 10 a.m. 
juice (best to 


and the rest 


3 ounces of orange 
ve half at 9 a.m. 


gi nal 


4 p.m. 


12 noon-12.30 
I A soft-boiled or poached egg or 
1 to 1% rounded tablespoonfuls 
scraped beef or minced lamb 
lean only) or minced 
cken or finely 
or lamb liver. (All 


choppe d calf’s, 


meats are cooked of course; 

as little fat as possible.) 

1 tablespoonful of boiled or baked 
potato (sieved). 

2 to 4 tablespoonfuls of one of 
the following vegetables (sieved): 
carrots, green peas, fresh aspara- 


gus, string beans, young beet 


greens, chard, squash, celery, 


cauliflower, kale, spinach. 


beets, 
2 to 3 rounded tablespoonfuls of 
junket or custard or rice, sago, 
tapioca or cornstarch pudding 
with added milk or 2 to 3 rounded 
tablespoonfuls of sieved apple 
sauce, baked apple, or 
stewed prunes, apricots, peaches 


mashed-up — ripe 


sit ved 


or pears or 
banana. 
No milk to drink at this meal. 


5.30 to 6 p.m. 
(1) 2 to 4 rounded tablespoonfuls of 
cereal as at breakfast, with milk. 
(2) 1 glass of pasteurized milk (boiled 
as well in summer). 

1-3 rounded tablespoonfuls of 
fruit or milk dessert. 
given at noon, give milk pudding 
for supper and 

(4) 1 piece of toast or zwieback with 
very little butter, 
biscuits, 


If fruit was 


vice versa. 


or 1 or 2 baby 


A child of this age should have one 
teaspoonful of biologically standardized 
cod liver oil twice a day, or the equiva- 
lent amount of one of the more potent 
Ask your physician what 
type he wants you to use and whether 
from mid-June to mid- 


fish liver oils. 


to stop it 
Sept mber. 

The child should not have candy, 
cake, pie, jam, jelly, 
or any raw fruit 
above. # 


cream 
listed 


honey, ice 


except those 


Note the air bubbles rising as baby feeds 


“Doin? What 


| Comes Natu rally!” 


| 


Babies instinctively take to modern 
Evenflo Nursers because their air-valve, 
nipple action is just like breast feeding. 
Because Evenflo “breathes as it feeds,” 
the milk withdraws easily and steadily. 
Hence, babies finish their bottles easier 
and quicker and make better gains in 
weight. Evenflo Nursers (nipple, bottle, 
cap, all-in-one) 25c at baby shops, drug, 
department stores. Ask for genuine 


Oven lo mn 


America’s 
Most Popular Nurser 
It breathes ag it feeda 


Now Available 
in Caneda 


In 
- and 8-oz. sizes 


4 ot. for feeding 
tiny babies and 
for giving water, , 
orange juice, etc. = | 
to older babies. 
Pyramid Rubber Co. | 
Ravenna, Ohio 


At teething time, Steedman’s help to 
keep the little system regular. Used by 
mothers the world over for more than 
100 years. At your druggist’s. 

FREE BOOKLET: “Hints to Mothers” on 
request. Write John Steedman & Co., Dept, 
A-2, 429 St. Jean Baptiste St., Montreal. 


ge°STEEDMANS 


From ~~ 


Jeething toTeens 
Look for the double EF symbol on the — 


HANDIEST THING IN THE HOUSE 
FOR 101 EVERYDAY USES 

Look for the trademark ‘Vaseline’— 

it is your guarantee of the highest 


quality petrole um jelly. Jars 15¢, 
20¢, 30¢. Tubes 20¢, 25¢, 30¢. 


LTS aS 





} 





lors were asked: 


election? 
They replied: 






(c) You never voted? 






They replied: 
73% Yes 
















election? 
(a) What you read? 


rallies? (7%) 


(d) Husband’s advice? 







of multiple answers.) 







Consumer Council Ballot 


Will Women Vote for Women? 


ERE are the highlights of the ballot. Council- 


Have you ever voted for a woman in a political 


30% Yes 
If “No” was it because: 

(a) No woman up for election? (58%) 
(b) You preferred a man candidate? 
(6%) 


Would you support a campaign to encourage more 
women to go into politics? 


23% No 
Which of these factors would you say had the 
greatest influence on the way you vote in an 


(31%) 
(b) What you hear on the radio? 
(ec) What you hear at group meetings or party 


(12%) 
(e) Or do you make up your own mind after 
careful thought and observation? 


(Some columns add to more than 100% because 

















Box 


70% No 
(5%) 


No answer (1%) 


4% No Answer 


(13%) 






(73%) 


Why Only One Woman in Parliament? 


COUNCILLORS WERE asked: Out of 
245 House of Commons members, only 
one is a woman. What do you think is 
the reason for this? 

22%, say Other Responsibilities. 
Women who could capably fill public 
positions are involved with marriage, 
children, home responsibilities during 
the best years of their lives. When thei 
children are grown they haven't the 
strength and their capabilities have 
dwindled. 

21% say Fears. Women have no faith 
in their own ability; they are too timid, 
shy, modest, fearful of publicity and of 
being defeated. 

18 % say Indifference. Women don't 
care enough; won’t train their minds 
sufficiently; have a tendency to “leave 
it to the men.” 

17% say Education. 
needs educating. Because politics have 
always been considered a man’s world, 
no one has any confidence in women. 

15% say Prejudice. Prejudice against 
women outside the home; against 


The public 


equality of the sexes, all a hangover from 
medieval days. 

6% say Too Emotional. Women 
haven’t enough stability; not high 
enough mental calibre to compete 
with men, 

59, say Men Preferred. They feel 
men carry more weight; are better 
speakers; have more logic and con- 
sequently stimulate more confidence. 

4% say Dislike Graft. They feel that 
if elections were clean, if there were less 
graft, and members elected on merit 
and ability alone, more women would 
run for public office. Women will not 


lend themselves to misrepresentation, 
name-calling. 

3%, feel that women should be 
encouraged to serve in minor public 
offices to fit themselves for the field of 
political service on a national level. 


Women in Public Office 


If you are considering running for 
School Board office, you have the almost 
unanimous approval of Canadian women, 

Chatelaine Councillors were asked: 
For what particular branch of public 
oflice do you feel women are best suited? 
Their choice ran as follows: 


929, School Board 

54%, Town or City Council 

41% Provincial Legislature 

35% Dominion House of Commons 
12% Mayoralty 


It was interesting to see only a slight 
variation in all the above percentages 
from prevince to province. 

What can be the explanation of this 
strong Dominion-wide confidence in 
women as school board trustees? Has it 
anything to do with the fact that more 
women have held office on school 
boards than in any other public capacity; 
have been seen in action and proved 
their effectiveness? Is it possible that 
women are leery of women’s qualifica- 
tions for jobs of which they themselves 
have no first-hand knowledge, such as a 
Mayoralty? It is probably true that 
when a woman has had experience of a 
woman doctor whom she likes, she will 
probably do a fair job of crusading in 
favor of women doctors. 
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catcne® cold 


wont: soothing Vicks VapoRub 
is the best-known home remedy 
you can use to relieve distress of chil- 
dren’s colds. Rub it well on throat, 
chest and back at bedtime. Even as 
you rub it on, its grand relief- 
bringing action starts right to work— 
two ways at once... 


PENETRATES 
deep into bronchial 
tubes with especial 
medicinal vapors. 


ome 


STIMULATES 
chest and back surfaces 
like a nice warming 
Poultice. 


This special penetrating-stimulating 
action keeps working for hours during 
the night to relieve distress while the 
child sleeps. Often by morning most 
misery of the cold is relieved. Try it! 
Get Vicks VapoRub... 


. . » the best-known home remedy 
you can use to relieve miseries of 
children’s colds. 
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Chatelaine — 


‘ootnotes . . . 


Digesting the Subject. 
Standard question for visitors to 
Chatelaine Institute is, “What do 
you do with all the food you 
cook?” The answer, of course, is 


EAT IT—and it doesn’t last long, a c 
what with three or four experts FICTION 
busily engaged in taste - tests 
oug ; J . dz Vy. i . : 
throughout the working day The Future Mrs. Driscoll c weeeeeess+++ Naomi John White 


When there’s a picture job in 
progress, they get a lot of assist- Out on a Limb ; aa .Elizabeth Inskip Wye 


play from the photographers, too. 7 Office Pool “ . Gertrude Schweitzer 
F’rinstance, that fine tempting Ne’er Met With Elsewhere a Eepbse Adouty MiMiaions 
spread you see on page 37 never 
had a chance to become a leftove r . 
rl On eo . GENERAL FEATURES 
ished ee oe out covert oth Jacket with A ‘ 
from behind black cloths, cameras snug black wool jersey ex- 
es é tremities—by Fairway. Mitts . 

and a 10,000-w att collection ol and cap by enndaions. The Food Fight oo a Sa a eT . Byrne Hope Sanders 
lights and gave a truly miraculous “Dear Editor” 

& S 
demonstration of consumer reac- We the People vs. the Sex Criminal .. Lotta Dempsey 
io f an he ‘r not a 
i, Se a ena tate m Do Women Want Women in Public Life? 
morsel remained. It all goes to 
show that men like simple things. 
Such as food. And lots of it. 


Period. FASHION 


Slant on Slopes. Montreal's 
Marion Lineaweaver, who con- Three New Crochet Designs (handicrafts) 


tributes the Wurteles’ double-take A Little on the Dumpy Side ere _ Evelyn Kelly 
profile on page 16, is a professional The Full Skirt: Four Versions (patterns)... 

ski expert and member of the wud Rose Mott | OG oe 
Instructors’ Alliance. Her handy 

little volume, “Let’s Ski—a book 

for beginners,” was written for the BE (UTY 

juvenile crowd, but we hear a good AU 

many old tyros in their twenties 
have confessed reading it, to 
advantage. 


Two of a Kind on Skis . Marion Lineaweaver 


Eye-Do From Hollywood : peumes . Adele White 


HOME PLANNING 


A Place for Their Toys.. . John Caulfield Smith 


Request Program. On pag 
12 of October, 1947, Chatelaine, 
we published a letter from Mrs. 
E. L., Vancouver, giving us a right 
sharp going-over for featuring a - - 
fashions created only for ravishing HOUSEKEEPING 
creatures with swan necks and no 
hips to speak of. Couldn’t some- ies Cintas ein 


thing be done occasionally, she 
demanded, for women “a little on All-Canadian Supper . teen eens Marie Holmes 


the dumpy side?” Well, now, we Meals of the Month 
can take a hint, a good hint—and How to Blanch Almonds 

s , 
we can even pluck a reader's Dried Fruits Poe Jacqueline Roy 
words right out of her mouth, as clint: 
you'll see if you turn to page 27. ‘ Jane Monteith 
Mrs. E. L.’s figure problem is 


almost exactly duplicated in our ’ 1 , “A 

model who is about five-foot-three CHILD HEALTH CLINIC 

in height, weighs 140 pounds, is 

wide through the hips, and has a Your Questions—Our Answers Blisabeth Chant Robertson, M, D 
short neck. But see how a careful a 
selection of clothes can give her, 

in very truth, the “new look!” 


Britain Can Take It—When 


you're assembling stuff for food Printed and published by MACLEAN-HUNTER PUBLISHING $3.50 per year (renewals only accepted for outside Canada 
boxes to Britain, there are just COMPANY LTD., 481 University Avenue, Toronto 2, Canada Single copies 15c. Copyright 1948, by Maclean-Hunter Pub- 
three things to remember: PRO ee pon 7 see = yo anaes lishing Company Limited. The characters and names in fiction 
th thing i . Py t , Presiccnt . D f AL} S, Executive stories appearing in Chatelaine are imaginary and have no 
- ‘ mw ’ 7 id t MAS 7 ‘ Tin iden a 3 1 

TEINS, FATS, SUGARS. You Cee cetera tees eee reference to living persons. Manuscript submitted to Chate- 
can eliminate all the rest. That’s Sun Life of Canada Building, Trafalgar Square, LONDON saataae "Tho Publidhere ein’ qeeenné envelopes and peture 
aes A Sy a S.W.1. Telephone Whitehall 6642; Telegraph, Atabek, London — os = a a0 A xercise every care in handling 
he gen trom Mary Grieve, distin- SUBSCRIPTION PRICE—In Canada, 1 year $1.50, 2 years $2.50, material submitted, but will not be responsible for loss. 
guished British editor, recently a 3 years $3.00; all other parts the British Empire $2.00 per Chatelaine is fuliy protected by copyright and its contents may 
Paes vias - year; United States and Possessions, Mexico, Central and not be reprinted without permission. Authorized as Second- 
visitor to Chatelaine offices. South America and Spain, $2.50 per year: ai! other countries Class Mail, P.O. Departmert, Ottawa. 










EAT TTN 


ae only word to describe 


that TOD-DE-THE-WONLD feeling 
F wthich comes with the FAMUUS FLAVOR 


THRBUD EDFFEE nt ne 
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PLAY ALONG WITH 


Outdoor girl . . . chic attire... 
ready and eager for the ski- 
time thrills ahead. And along 
with her, those indispensable 
Player’s Cigarettes ... 


CORK TIP and PLAIN 





Bs 
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